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• WITNESSED  STATEMENT  SERIES 


Easy  on  Your  Throat- 
BecauselTS  TOASTED 


AT  2,000  TOBACCO 
AUCTIONS 


“The  U.  S.  Government  has  helped  farmers  raise 
finer  tobacco  — and  the  better  grades  go  to 
Luckies!"  says  Earl  Forbes,  auctioneer.  He’s  been 
"in  tobacco"  twenty-two  years,  and  has  smoked 
Luck  ies  for  thirteen  years. 

Have  you  tried  a Lucky  lately?  Luckies  are  better 
than  ever  because  new  methods  developed  by 
the  United  States  Government  have  helped 
farmers  grow  finer,  lighter  tobacco  in  the  past 
several  years. 


As  independent  tobacco  experts  like  Earl  Forbes 
point  out,  Luckies  have  always  bought  the  Cream 
of  the  Crop.  Aged  from  2 to  4 years,  these  finer 
tobaccos  are  in  Luckies  today. 

Try  Luckies  for  a week.  Then  you’ll  know  why 
sworn  records  show  that  among  independent 
tobacco  experts — auctioneers,  buyers  and  ware- 
housemen— Luckies  have  twice  as  many  exclusive 
smokers  as  have  all  other  cigarettes  combined! 
WITH  MEN  WHO  KNOW  TOBACCO  BEST— IT’S  LUCKIES  2 TO  1 
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THE  OLD  LINE 


On  Our  Right  We  Have  . . . 


It  is  our  opinion  that  most  of  our 
students  waste  from  one  to  four  years 
(in  special  cases  this  number  may  be 
even  higher)  trying  to  locate  certain 
buildings  which  now  and  again  in 
the  course  of  their  collegiate  wander- 
ings they  are  obliged  to  visit.  Now, 
however,  the  government  has  stepped 
in.  During  the  summer  the  campus' 
own  PWA  project  has  gone  merrily 
on  its  way  with  the  result  that  there 
are  now  a score  of  buildings  here  and 
there  in  various  stages  of  semi-com- 
pletion. 

There  are  so  many  in  fact  that  no 
one  but  a five  year  man  can  have 
any  hope  at  all  of  ever  becoming 
intimately  acquainted  with  them. 
Rather  than  let  anyone  graduate  with- 
out ever  knowing  that  there  was  an 
Advanced  Alternating  Currents  Build- 
ing or  a new  Cheese-churning  Annex 
to  the  Dairy  Barns,  the  OLD  LINE 
staff  has  consulted  with  many  promi- 
nent architects  and  engineers  in  an 
endeavor  to  orient  the  student  body, 
and  itself. 

The  structure  between  the  Armory 
and  Calvert  Hall  is  not  a new  country 
club  but  the  new  Men's  Dorms.  They 
have  been  built  to  accommodate 
many  more  male  students  who 
should  be  there  but  are  usually  else- 
where in. 

Proceeding  up  the  hill  from  here 
we  arrive  at  the  Dining  Hall  which 
boasts  an  addition  larger  than  itself. 
The  addition  was  necessitated,  of 
course,  to  provide  for  the  increase  in 
number  of  appetites  present  due  to 
the  increase  in  male  students  because 
of  the  new  dorms  to  keep  those  who 
should  be  there  but  are  generally 
somewhere  else  in.  In  other  words, 
the  Dining  Hall  has  been  added  to. 

Stand  now  at  any  point  on  the 
campus,  locate  a breeze  and  inhale 


deeply.  Follow  your  nose.  Unless 
you  have  located  the  wrong  breeze 
you  are  standing  before  the  Chem- 
istry Building.  The  adjoining  new 
building  is  called  Home  Economics. 
The  wings,  which  adjoin  the  Chem- 
istry Building,  will  contain  labora- 
tories. We  wager  that  unless  the 
Home  Ec  girls  are  a hardy  lot  indeed 
they  will  soon  be  driven  out  en 
masse  when  the  chemists  begin  to 
brew  their  incredibly  vile  concoc- 
tions. 


Across  University  Lane,  to  the 
north,  is  our  especial  new  pride  and 
joy — what  won't  they  think  of  next? 

-the  new  Poultry  Building.  We  have 
seen  several  undernourished  young 
men  slinking  around  the  more  shad- 
owing corners,  scheming  their  fiend- 
ish schemes.  Which  leads  us  to  sus- 
pect we  shall  hear  whispers  in  the 
chem  labs:  "Sneak  in  sometime  for  a 
duck  dinner.  We  have  the  Bunsen 
burners.  You  bring  the  duck." 

Incidentally,  the  structure  that 
hides  almost  in  the  shadow  of  the  im- 


posing portals  of  the  Poultry  Build- 
ing is  the  new  Administration  Build- 
ing. Administrating  will  no  doubt  be 
done  here. 

Coming  now  to  the  Dairy  Building 
we  find  that  this  too  has  been  worked 
upon.  Here arefacilitiesformanymany 
day  students  to  unfold  their  lunches 
from  paper  bags  and  do  homework  in 
a restful,  distinctive  atmosphere. 

Across  the  Boulevard  is  the  new 
General  Service  Building.  Here,  we 
suspect,  you  will  find  general  service 
— as  the  name  vaguely  implies.  Per- 
haps they  will  sew  holes  in  your  sox 
or  buttons  on  your  breeches — but 
don't  expect  too  much.  Diagonally 
across  from  here  the  Rossburg  Inn 
sleeps  in  solemn  glory,  unchanged 
(except  for  slight  repairs)  since  the 
days  of  George  Washington. 

The  present  landscaping  about  the 
campus,  a sort  of  carefree,  mud-blown 
effect  we  are  assured  is  not  per- 
manent. We  can  find  nothing  one 
way  or  the  other  concerning  the  ugly 
rumor  that  the  new  buildings  will 
boast  white  blackboards.  Official 
circles  preserved  a close  silence.  We 
can't  quite  get  used  to  the  idea  of 
white  blackboards,  but  if  there  are 
such  things  we  think  there  is  a 
serious  deficiency  in  the  English 
language. 

And  last  but  not — oh  yes — the  new 
Engineering  Building.  Thousands  of 
square  feet  of  floor  space  have  been 
added  to  this  already  interesting 
campus  quirk.  We  have  not  dared  to 
venture  inside,  but  if  the  layout  com- 
pares at  all  with  the  rest  of  the  En- 
gineering Buildings  we  advise  all 
who  enter  to  take  their  slide  rule — 
and  lunch. 

— C.  K. 
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THE 


by  Tommy  St.  Clair 


There's  something  new  every  year 
and  this  one  is  no  exception.  So 
much  has  been  cracked  about  the 
camel  bells  in  the  A and  S tower  and 
the  Open  for  Inspection  homes  be- 
tween the  Gym-Armory  and  the  old 
boy's  dorms,  that  we'll  resist  the 
temptation  to  go  philosophical  or  even 
say  anything  significant  about  them. 
But  the  new  door  in  the  Old  Line 
office  is  one  thing  that  we'll  bet  most 
of  you  haven't  investigated. 

After  using  all  our  meagre  influ- 
ence with  Ralph  Williams,  who  then 
used  all  his  widespread  influence  on 
General  Service,  we  were  delighted 
to  see  a gentleman  with  a yardstick 
smile  brightly  at  us  through  the 
filagree  door  left  behind  by  our  old 
boss.  His  findings  as  to  horizontal 
and  vertical  on  our  lacey  portal 
brought  an  expression  of  horror  to 
his  face,  and  we  heard  him  mutter, 
"Not  a regulation  door.  One  half  inch 
too  narrow." 

And  so  our  malproportioned  old 
friend  was  taken  away  and  made  into 
Good  Humor  sticks,  while  we  stayed 
here  and  watched  its  successor  hung. 
The  new  one  is  a sort  of  a grunapfel 
green  and  very  neatly  complements 
the  rotapfel  of  the  Diamondback  door. 
It  will  be  our  contribution  to  the 
furnishing  of  the  most  quaintly  deco- 
rated piece  of  university  interior  on 
the  hill.  A perfect  match  for  Mary- 
land's oldest  piece  of  linoleum,  our 
blood-spattered  couch,  and  our  cigar- 
ette scorched  embalming  board. 


PEN  . . . 

It's  an  established  custom  that  rats 
on  the  campus  are  as  meek  as  mice, 
but  one  little  beginner  gets  our  vote 
for  the  meekest  of  the  season.  The 
young  man  in  question  was  provid- 
ing entertainment  for  an  upperclass- 
man who  had  lit  upon  the  idea  of 
borrowing  all  his  supplies  from  the 
freshman.  The  senior  asked  for  the 
boy's  fountain  pen,  got  it,  jotted  down 
a little  something  and  put  it  away. 
He  went  on  with  his  pre-season 
visiting,  and  at  about  eleven  o'clock 
noticed  the  rat  was  still  following  him 
around.  So  he  asked  the  boy, 

"Something  I can  do  for  you?" 

"Please,  sir,"  was  the  reply,  "May 
I have  my  pen  back?  It's  eleven 
now  and  I was  supposed  to  take  my 
psychological  at  nine." 

SECOND  RAT  . . . 

Another  freshman  came  to  the 
Armory  to  register  and  asked  at  the 
information  desk,  in  a shaky  falsetto, 
just  how  he  could  go  about  it.  The 
upperclassman  at  the  desk  thought 
he  recognized  one  of  the  b'hoys 
being  funny  and  told  him  to  go  down 
to  Paint  Branch,  through  the  widest 
part,  back  over  the  coal  pile,  and  so 
forth  through  all  the  unsavory  spots 
on  campus  he  could  think  of  at  the 
moment. 

"Which  direction  is  the  Branch?" 

"Right  down  below  the  boulevard." 

The  last  the  amazed  upperclassman 
saw  of  the  freshman,  he  was  striding 
down  the  walk  to  the  stream. 


TERSE  . . . 

It  was  at  the  close  of  Dean  Stamp's 
annual  tea  for  the  incoming  girls.  To 
one  little  lady  Dean  Stamp  was  giving 
her  most  cordial  farewell. 

"I'm  so  glad  you  could  come  today. 
I always  like  to  meet  you  girls  per- 
sonally, and  I hope  I can  see  you 
again  sometime  very  soon." 

Replied  the  little  lady,  "Likewise," 
and  walked  briskly  out  the  door. 
CUREABLE  . . . 

At  the  Hotel  Geneve  in  Mexico 
City,  there  are  signs  all  over  the 
blotters  on  each  desk  advertising  in 
pig  English  local  huaracha  houses 
and  tequila  dispensaries.  But  the 
notice  for  the  hotel  dining  room 
appealed  to  us,  for  there  in  large  and 
gaudy  type  was  printed: 

Spetial  Diets  for  Delicate  Persons 
and  High  Altitudes. 

And  here  we  always  thought  that 
Mainbocher  was  the  one  to  remedy 
a situation  like  that! 

LATIN  . . . 

It's  a wonderful  feeling  to  be 
stranded  in  a foreign  town  where  the 
natives  speak  a tongue  you  can't  pos- 
sibly comprehend  accompanied  by 
glances  you  can't  possibly  help  but 
comprehend,  and  suddenly  find 
something  that  is  like  a message 
from  home.  We  were  walking  thru 
such  a place  this  summer.  Stepping 
on  half  starved  dogs  that  were  curled 
up  in  the  sunlight  of  a filthy  coble- 
stone  street.  Bumping  into  voluptu- 
ous little  Mexican  women  who  walked 
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through  the  squalor  with  tough  brown 
feet,  balancing  baskets  of  overripe 
yellow  fruit  on  their  heads.  We 
pushed  past  a group  of  laughing 
Caballeros,  who  leaned  up  against  a 
plastered  wall,  stroking  their  sarapes 
and  giving  the  universal  whistle. 
Everything  seemed  so  exotic  and  so 
far  apart  from  anything  we  had  ever 
known. 

Then  rounding  the  corner  we  came 
to  a cantina,  heard  the  familiar  clunk 
of  a five  centavo  piece,  saw  the  famil- 
iar red  and  blue  glass  music  box  light 
up  and  the  Musettes  let  out  across 
the  Latin  market  place  with  the  "Beer 
Barrel  Polka."  Ah  civilization! 

DOM  . . . 

There  is  an  Italian  gardener  whom 
we  think  would  like  very  much  if 
we  could  only  get  en  rapport  with 
him.  But  we  can't  understand  any  of 
his  idiom,  and  apparently  he  has 
the  same  difficulty  with  us.  As  a sort 
of  last  attempt  at  striking  up  a beauti- 
ful friendship,  we  approached  Dom 
one  day  last  summer  when  he  was 
on  porch  painting  duty. 

We  strolled  carelessly  over  beside 
him  and  asked  very  simply,  "Are  you 
doing  the  steps  with  turpentine, 
Dom?" 

"No,  I just  do  them  one  at  a time." 
he  chuckled. 

We  gave  it  up  as  effort  wasted. 

NO  DOUBT  . . . 

According  to  the  "M"  Book,  the 
National  Honorary  Dramatic  Frater- 
nity is  Alppha  Psi  Omega. 

PPhonetic  spelling,  no  doubt. 

CLASS  DISTINCTION  . . . 

We  have  always  been  champions 
of  the  metropolis  of  Poolesville, 
Maryland.  Whenever  anyone  spoke 
harshly  of  our  little  center,  we 
pointed  out  to  them  that  it  was  not 
only  a haven  of  true  democracy,  but 
a successful  breeder  of  Junior  Class 
presidents  and  AOPi  pledges. 

Then  something  happened  that 
changed  our  whole  outlook  on  the 
pride  of  Montgomery  County.  A 
friend  of  ours  had  just  been  assigned 
to  third  grade  at  Poolesville  Elemen- 


tary. We  were  looking  over  a docu- 
ment entitled  Poolesville  School 
Handbook  and  there  under  Miscel- 
laneous  we  found  it: 

"Teachers  will  announce,  'Any 
student  who  comes  to  school  with 
skunk  odor  on  himself  will  not  be 
admitted  to  classes'." 

And  so  collapses  the  last  vestige 
of  American  freedom. 

• • • 

Old  Line  Swingaroo 

Here  are  some  of  the  latest  Black 
Bird  Recordings  hot  off  the  disc. 

Beer  Barrel  Polka.  Zalesak  and  his 
Guntheroos,  with  Tod  Parvis  han- 
dling the  vocals. 

One  O'clock  Jump.  Three  little  Hep 
Cats  from  Maggie  Brent  doing 
some  fancy  warbling  on  this. 

Some  Little  Bug  Is  Going  to  Get 
You  Someday.  A subtle  dish  of 
Swingaroo  played  and  sung  in  the 
Dwight  Fiske  manner  by  Dr.  Kate 
Karpeles. 

I Got  a Feelin'  I'm  Failing.  Joe 

Freshman  and  his  Deansteam  Strut- 
ters Band.  Another  revival,  but 
plenty  hot. 

Two  sports  editions  on  the  same 
disc. 

Ain't  Cha  Cornin'  Out?  Vocals  by 
Leroy  Mackert,  and  on  the  other 
side 

I Get  a Kick  Out  of  You.  Novelty 
number  sung  by  Porckie  Pigg  and 
arranged  by  Persh  Mondorff  — a 
smackeroo! 

What's  New?  The  latest  of  Allan 
Fisher  and  his  crew.  Plenty  corny 
stuff! 

• • • 

Diverted  from  the  serious  busi- 
ness of  learning  how  Communists 
undermine  the  Republic,  the  Dies 
Committee  yesterday  conducted  an 
intensive  search  from  here  to  there  in 
an  eort  to  identify  Larry,  the  Mystery 
Man. 

— Washington  Post 

And  after  we've  identified  Larry, 
who'll  volunteer  to  identify  the  eort? 


FOR f REAL  MILDNESS 


Yes  Sir  -e-e!  Chesterfields  take 

the  lead  for  mildness . . . they  take  the  lead 
for  better  taste.  With  their  right  combination 
of  the  World’s  best  cigarette  tobaccos  they  give 
millions  more  smoking  pleasure. 

. . . watch  the  change  to  Chesterfield 


Copyright  1959,  Liggett  & Myers  Tobacco  Co. 
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starring 

Mondorff  with  the  j»q,  our  correspondent  grounded, 

a.na  friends. 


— Ingraham  and  Johnson 
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VARSITY  PREVIEW 


Fall  practice  started  on  September  fifth,  with  about 
forty  boys  out  for  the  varsity.  We've  been  working  now 
for  about  two  weeks,  and  although  it's  hard  to  size  up 
a team  this  early  in  the  season,  here's  the  way  it  looks 
to  me. 

In  general  the  difficulty  with  this  year's  squad  is  lack 
of  experience,  but  we've  got  the  answer  to  that  in  Coach 
Frank  Dobson.  He  would  like  to  get  three  men  ready  for 
every  position  instead  of  relying  on  one  strong  eleven 
to  play  the  whole  season.  He's  a great  teacher  for  the 
new  boys,  but  the  process  of  finding  the  right  position 
for  every  player  and  then  training  him  in  that  position 
takes  time.  It  may  be  the  middle  of  the  season  before 
some  of  the  boys  feel  at  home  on  their  assignments. 

High  school  and  college  football  are  as  different  as 
night  and  day.  The  rookies  aren't  used  to  the  heavy 
schedule,  and  they  need  plenty  of  practice  for  that. 


the  fastest  backs  in  this  section,  having  run  the  hundred 
yard  dash  in  9:08  last  year.  Pershing  Mondorff  and 
Johnny  Boyda  have  been  shifted  from  blocking  back  to 
halfback.  These  two  are  both  big  boys,  and  it  may  be 
mid-season  before  they  hit  their  stride.  Mondorff  will 
probably  continue  to  kick  for  the  point  after  touch- 
down. This  is  Frank  Scotnicki's  third  year  on  the  team, 
and  should  be  his  biggest.  With  a little  practice,  Merle 
Duvall  from  last  year's  frosh  squad  may  become  as  good 
a passer  as  Charlie  Weidinger,  which  is  saying  some- 
thing for  a sophomore.  Murphy,  Boyda  and  Mondorff 
will  work  with  him  on  the  passing  attack.  Milton  Lums- 
den,  a junior  who  was  on  the  squad  last  year,  will  play 
blocking  back,  as  will  John  Cordyack.  Gene  Ochsen- 
reiter,  who  is  fast  but  light  for  the  job,  will  see  some 
action  this  year.  If  punchy  Widner  returns  we'll  have 
another  good  tough  blocking  back  with  lots  of  nerve. 


What  does  a player  think  of  his  own  team's  chances? 
Here  is  one  varsity  man's  opinion  as  told 
by  George  Lawrence 


One  boy  may  have  played  nothing  but  guard  on  his 
high  school  team,  yet  Dobby  will  make  a halfback  of 
him. 

But  all  the  training  in  the  world  can't  take  the  place 
of  actual  play  in  a varsity  game.  I'd  compare  our  prac- 
tice to  studying  for  an  exam.  You've  got  to  work  on 
preparation.  That's  why  we  start  out  with  calesthenics 
and  a few  running  plays,  then  work  into  heavier  scrim- 
mage. You've  got  to  know  the  answers  for  the  problems 
you  face.  Saturday  afternoon,  September  thirtieth,  is  our 
first  exam.  Till  then  some  of  the  new  boys  won't  get  a 
chance  to  call  out  the  answers  Coach  Dobson  has  been 
drilling  into  them  since  the  fifth. 

Things  happen  fast  in  a game.  You've  got  to  antici- 
pate a pass  or  a kick  or  a run  and  respond  with  the 
right  answer.  It's  easy  for  the  Sunday  morning  quarter- 
backs in  the  Grill  to  dish  out  advice  as  to  what  should 
have  been  done,  because  they  see  it  all  from  the  stands. 
From  the  field,  plays  are  harder  to  diagnose  and  only 
experience  in  games  gives  you  a quick  reaction. 

Now  for  the  actual  team.  Starting  with  the  backs,  I'd 
say  that  Joe  Murphy,  though  he  only  tips  the  scales  at 
150  pounds,  will  be  sensational  this  year.  He's  one  of 


[Punch  returned  two  days  after  this  article  was  written 
— Ed.]  Jack  Faber,  himself  a graduate  of  the  Maryland 
eleven,  is  the  man  in  charge  of  the  backfield. 

A1  Heagy,  another  Maryland  grad  and  All-American 
lacrosseman,  worries  about  the  line.  At  center  we  have 
Bob  Smith,  a good  player  with  two  years  on  the  varsity 
to  his  credit.  Paul  McNeill  who  played  guard  last  year, 
has  been  switched  to  center.  And  from  the  freshman 
team  comes  Jim  Wharton  in  the  same  position. 

For  tackle  position  you  need  size,  experience,  and  cast 
iron  nerve.  Ralph  Albarano  fills  the  bill  better  than  the 
best  in  this  neighborhood.  Bob  Brown  should  be  good 
this  year  with  two  years  of  heavy  duty  on  the  squad 
and  all  the  backwardness  of  a steamroller  on  the  down- 
grade. Sully  Krouse's  size  is  his  ability  —239  pounds 
of  it,  but  Sully  gets  around  pretty  fast  nevertheless.  Bob 
Cochrane  and  Beggs  Blazak  have  each  had  one  year  on 
the  squad  but  need  experience. 

At  guard  we  have  George  Geinger,  who  met  with 
grief  in  the  Western  Maryland  game  last  year,  but  is 
all  patched  up  now.  His  slight  muscle  injury  sustained 
a few  days  ago  should  be  entirely  well  by  time  the 
whistle  blows.  This  is  Ed  Lloyd's  third  year  on  the 

(Continued  on  page  24) 
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Jennings  E.  Jones  was  no  football 
player.  He  was  a poultry  major  who 
had  never  done  anything  more  ath- 
letic than  to  serve  fifty  cent  chicken 
dinners  for  his  mother  and  her 
churchwomen  in  their  tent  at  the 
Timonium  Fair.  But  fate  and  the  Uni- 
versity Laundry  do  funny  things. 
They  made  a three  minute  hero  out 
of  Jennings  E.  Jones. 

It  was  last  May  that  Edward  J. 
Jones,  sophomore  halfback,  sent  his 
dirty  black  sweater  with  the  big 
golden  "M"  on  it  to  the  Laundry  to  be 
worked  on.  Last  June,  Jennings  E. 
opened  his  laundry  in  Timonium  and 
found  the  sweater  between  his  over- 
alls and  a stack  of  blue  shirts.  He 
decided  to  find  the  owner  when 
school  opened  again. 


Among  the  young  ladies  at  Pine 
Lake  Camp  in  the  Green  Mountains, 
the  college  boy  who  waited  on  table, 
repaired  tennis  nets,  and  helped  with 
nature  study,  attracted  quite  a bit  of 
attention.  There  were  two  good  rea- 
sons. For  one,  he  was  the  only  man 
under  forty  for  nine  miles  by  the 
county  road,  and  for  another,  he 
played  football.  By  the  middle  of  July 
the  counsellors  stopped  planning 
things  to  talk  about  at  council  fires. 
Jennings  E.  Jones  monopolized  every 
program  with  '"All  Pull  Together,” 
"A  Game  Spirit,"  and  "Two  Years 
with  the  Eleven." 

He  became  such  a favorite  with 
them,  that  finally  three  little  refugees 
from  a Junior  College  decided  to  give 
him  a going  away  present.  It  was  a 
sad  poultry  major  that  rode  home 
staring  at  the  prize  in  his  hand — their 
written  promise  to  attend  the  first 
game  at  College  Park. 


Everyone  wondered  why  one  tall 
rookie  ever  came  out  for  the  varsity. 
He  ran  away  from  the  ball,  tackled 
the  man  running  interference  for  him, 
and  forgot  the  signals,  and  though 
the  coach  tore  his  hair,  chewed  his 
nails,  and  shouted  himself  hoarse,  he 
couldn't  make  a halfback  out  of  the 
second  Jones  on  the  team.  But  there 
were  three  regulars  out  because  of 
injuries,  and  a thin  squad  to  start 
with;  so  any  player  with  the  deter- 
mination of  this  one,  though  blind 
and  blundering,  could  not  be  dis- 
couraged. The  coach  tore,  chewed, 
and  shouted  well  into  September, 
and  Jennings  E.  Jones  got  his  name 
on  the  program. 

The  last  afternoon  in  September, 
like  the  day  of  all  first  games  was  too 
hot  for  autumn  and  too  collegiate  for 
summer.  Mobs  of  students  poured 
into  the  stands  to  watch  the  band 


parade  and  the  team  trot  out.  Three 
little  refugees  from  a junior  college  sat 
in  the  front  row  of  the  bleachers  be- 
hind the  Maryland  bench  simmering 
in  their  wool  dresses  and  greedily 
arguing  over  one  pair  of  field  glasses. 
The  object  of  all  their  interest  was  at 
the  moment  engaged  in  a sort  of  an 
individual  hop-skip-and-a-jump  ex- 
hibit around  the  field.  Jennings  E. 
Jones  managed  to  look  busily  grid- 
ironical  for  the  warm  up,  and  finally 
ambled  over  and  sat  down  by  the 
Maryland  bench. 

The  greenest  Black  and  Gold  half- 
back had  a lot  of  worrying  to  do.  He 
worried  so  completely  that  he  missed 
the  entire  first  quarter  and  most  of  the 
second.  He  didn't  know  Hampden- 
Sydney  was  leading  6-0.  He  didn't 
see  the  coach  take  out  Eddie  Jones 
to  rest  his  bad  ankle,  but  as  he  sat 
praying  to  himself,  "By  all  the  reds 
in  Rhode  Island  and  every  Plymouth 
Rock,  please  make  it  turn  out  all 
right,"  he  heard: 

"Jones!" 

The  coach  was  calling  down  the 
line. 

"Jones!  Get  ready!" 

Jennings  E.  jumped  to  his  feet, 
slapped  on  his  helmet,  and  rushed 
over  behind  the  coach.  A soprano 
cry  went  up  from  the  first  row  of  the 
bleachers. 

"O.K.,  coach." 

"Get  in  there  and  carry  it  through 
right  center  on  the  next  play." 

Jennings  saw  the  Maryland  team 
twenty  feet  from  the  enemy  goal  line, 
saw  is  was  second  down.  He  spotted 
the  referee  and  did  a hop-skip-and-a- 
jump  over  to  him. 

"Ye  Gods,"  wailed  the  coach,  "it's 
j.  E.r 
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The  team  lined  up,  the  ball  was 
flipped  to  the  quarterback.  Then 
someone  handed  it  to  Brown. 

"Get  going!"  yelled  Kelso. 

"Run,  you  dope!"  from  Ben. 

"Jennings!"  from  one  of  the  little 
girls  in  the  front  row. 

"Jennings!"  That  rang  a familiar 
note  in  his  mind.  Sure  he  remem- 
bered— his  mother  calling. 

"Jennings!"  Everybody  yelling  at 
once.  Well  for  heaven's  sake,  they're 
only  paying  fifty  cents.  What  do  they 
expect,  Oscar  of  the  Waldorf?  Okay, 
I'll  be  there.  Outa  my  way,  you 
clumsy  Timonium  fools. 

"Coming,  Mother." 

The  sight  of  Number  eighty-four 
bounding  around  the  tangle  of  jer- 
seys and  helmets  with  the  ball  held 
at  arm's  length  in  front  of  him  was 
too  much  for  the  coach.  He  looked 
the  other  way.  But  the  three  little 
ladies  saw  their  hero  kick,  knock, 
and  squash  his  way  twenty-two 
yards  down  the  green  and  smack 
into  a goal  post. 

"Sorry,  lady,  somebody  musta- 

The  band  struck  up  "Maryland, 
We're  All  Behind  You."  Hats  and 
programs  were  tossed  into  the  air. 
Kelso  and  Ben  went  wild  and  the 
three  little  ladies  hugged  each  other 
in  mad  excitement. 

Pershing's  kick  was  good  and  the 
score  was  7-6,  Maryland. 

Jennings  E.  Jones  stood  deep  in  his 
own  territory  waiting  for  Hampden- 
Sydney  to  kick  off.  He  was  a fool  to 
have  lost  his  bearings  that  way,  but 
it  really  had  turned  out  all  right,  be- 
cause now  he  wasn't  afraid  of  any- 
body or  anybody's  football.  Just  give 
him  a chance  and  he'd  show  ’em. 

The  kick  was  a long  high  one  head- 
ing right  over  him.  He  ran  back  for 
it,  behind  the  ten,  the  five,  back  he 
ran.  It  dropped  through  space  and 
fell  at  his  feet.  Fired  with  new  con- 
fidence Jennings  E.  snatched  it  up, 
hopped,  skipped,  jumped,  stumbled 
and  fell  on  his  back. 

Through  the  maze  of  his  teammates 
who  rushed  noisily  over  to  him,  he 
looked  up  and  saw  the  crossbar  of  his 


own  goalpost. 

Monday  work  went  on  as  usual  in 
the  poultry  department.  The  chickens 
were  fed,  watered  and  inspected. 
Three  young  ladies  had  boarded  a 
train  for  Boston  a day  and  a half 
before,  and  were  then  taking  notes 
on  art  appreciation.  Football  practice 
continued  with  one  less  substitute 
without  noticing  the  loss. 

And  that  day  the  laundry  received 
a letter  which  read: 

Dear  Sirs: 

I am  returning  someone  else's 
sweater  you  made  the  mistake  of 
sending  me  last  spring.  After  this 
why  don't  you  look  what  you're 
doing  or  someone's  going  to  get 
into  a lot  of  trouble. 

Jennings  E.  Jones. 


"No,  I'm  not  a 


SLUSH 

Teacher:  Jimmie,  are  you  eating 
candy  or  chewing  gum? 

Jimmie:  Neither,  I'm  soaking  a 

prune  to  eat  at  recess. 

* * * 

In  a State  nuthouse,  one  of  the 
squirrels  was  cracking  a book.  The 
nutkeeper  came  in  and  gandered 
over  his  shoulder,  noting  that  the 
book  consisted  of  blank  pages. 

"Why,"  he  protested  to  the  nut, 
"the  pages  in  this  book  are  blank!" 

"Yes,"  the  cracked  nut  replied,  "but 
it  keeps  my  mind  occupied.” 

"Your  brain  is  soft,"  the  M.D.  said, 
"The  worst  case  I've  ever  seen." 
"Do  you  infer,"  the  patient  asked, 
"That  I've  a jelly  bean?" 

J 
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WE  SURRENDER  AND  OBEY 

By  Eleanor  Bateman,  '43 


"We  came,  we  saw,  and  we  were  conquered."  Un- 
doubtedly, the  upperclassmen  have  us  at  their  mercy; 
however,  it  is  quite  a fortunate  state  of  affairs.  At  least 
the  sophomores,  so  to  speak,  "the  super  group,"  do 
take  time  out  to  notice  us  even  though  we  are  just  "rats," 
and  certainly  that  is  something  worth  while.  This  makes 
us  seem  pretty  important  and,  of  course,  essential.  Just 
think — what  in  this  world  could  you  ever  do  without  us? 
To  be  recognized  by  such  a group  of  distinguished 
people  is  certainly  worth  any  ordeal  that  we  might  have 
to  perform  in  order  to  obtain  your  favorable  approval. 

We,  perhaps,  act  a little  strange  in  our  new  environ- 
ment, but  why?  It  is  all  so  new,  so  strange,  so  different, 
and  quite  exciting  to  experience  what  we  are  going 
through.  Needless  to  tell  you  that,  however,  for  you 
had  your  day.  It's  just  that  you  never  know  what's 
going  to  happen  next,  or  what  to  expect,  but  of  course, 
that's  half  the  fun  of  it  all.  We  never  know  at  what 
time  we  are  going  to  be  embarrassed  to  tears;  however, 
that's  the  other  half  of  the  fun.  We  realize  that  we  are 
more  or  less  guinea  pigs  trying  to  undergo  the  experi- 
mentations that  you  famous  people  are  performing. 
We  also  realize  that  you  wish  to  analyze  us  and  really 
find  out  just  what  we're  like,  and  to  do  this,  you  will 
go  to  any  extreme  to  satisfy  your  tastes.  You  have  no 
mercy,  absolutely  no  consideration,  or  pity,  for  we  are 
just  "rats"  to  you. 

Well,  here's  how  we  feel  about  the  whole  thing.  We 
really  like  you  a lot  and  think  you're  great,  but  we  have 
that  timid  feeling,  not  to  omit  any  other  sort  of  sensation 
that  we  might  endure.  We,  I speak  for  the  girls,  are  not 
accustomed  to  converse  with  every  "Tom,  Dick  and 
Harry"  that  comes  along.  It  seems  quite  hard  to  utter  a 
squeaky,  "hello,"  to  a great  big  senior  who  glares  at 


you  as  if  you  were  crazy.  Since  all  the  people  here 
look  like  seniors  to  us;  with  the  exception  of  those 
wearing  caps,  we're  just  in  a bad  spot.  Since  we  can't 
tell  one  from  the  other,  we  have  the  same  feeling 
towards  all.  I am  sure  the  freshman  boys  are  in  the 
same  predicament. 

Oh!  How  can  you  upperclassmen  be  so  calm,  cool, 
and  collected  while  we  feel  as  though  we're  going 
through  a meat  grinder?  It  just  boils  down  to  this:  You 
are  the  "supermen"  who  have  lived  through  and  en- 
dured the  hardships  of  your  younger  days  and  come  out 
on  top.  If  you  can  do  it,  so  can  we,  and  do  it  willingly. 
We  will  show  you  upperclassmen  that  we,  too,  are  just 
as  good  sports  as  you  were,  if  not  better.  If  we  can  learn 
to  take  it  good  naturedly,  we  shall  all  be  better  prepared 
to  give  it  to  the  incoming  freshmen  next  year.  That's 
what  we  live  for — our  future — to  be  able  to  feel  our  age 
once  again  and  regain  our  confidence  within  ourselves. 
That  mere  thought  is  what  keeps  going.  We  can't  ex- 
pect the  specimens  of  next  year  to  do  everything  we 
say  unless  we  have  been  a good  sport. 

You  people  are  really  helping  us  a great  deal  and  I, 
for  one,  know  of  many  others  who  sincerely  appreciate 
the  favor  that  you  are  doing  for  us.  We  are  neither  so 
hard-headed  nor  dull-minded  as  not  to  see  the  fun  in  it. 
I sort  of  envy  the  boys  in  a way,  for  they  are  compelled 
to  do  a great  many  things  which  are  a lot  of  fun.  That 
seems  a funny  thing  to  say,  for  I bet  many  of  the  boys 
wish  they  were  in  someone  else's  shoes;  however,  I 
truly  believe  they  are  having  the  time  of  their  lives.  Of 
course,  being  of  the  lower  group,  you  probably  don't 
think  we  have  sense  enough  to  realize  it,  but  we  do.  So 
give  us  a chance,  upperclassmen,  and  we  shall  show 
our  worthiness  to  both  you  and  our  college.  We  sur- 
render and  obey. 


They  Gnash  Yon  Nell  and  Them 

Hoe  sake  and  you  sea 
Bye  thee  darn  surly  lie  it, 

Weigh  it  sew  prow  it  Lee  wee  hay  led 
Hat  thee  twa  lye  hits  lay  is  glee  Ming 
Woo  is  brow  it's  tripe  sand  be  rights  tars 
Threw  the  pear  heal  us  fly  hit 
Or  theorem  par  its  wee  war  itched 
Where  Zoe  gal  and  lea  stream  ring? 

Awe  heil,  few  no  thrust  fit,  right  hit  yours  elf! 


Moral  End 

They  welt  nut  cow  herein  thaw  dost 
More  he'll  lend,  me  moral  end; 

The  eye  gleam  in  his  ward,  shell  nerve  her  wrist 
Mare  all  hand  mama  relay  and. 

Ream  member  care  ills  ache  credit  rust, 

Rea  mum  burro  word  swirl  Ike  there  rest, 

An  doll  the  ice  lumbers  wither  joust 
Merrily  end,  my  merrily  end. 
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If,  after  three  hours,  you  have  registered,  filling  in  all 
blanks  to  the  best  of  your  knowledge, 

Paid  the  cashier  your  fare  for  the  first  lap  of  your  journey 
through  college, 

Feeling  clammy  and  warm  as  you  used  to  feel  after  a 
close  game  of  soccer, 

Yet  shaking  hands  with  yourself  on  having  handled 
dozens  of  papers  without  losing  so  much  as  the 
combination  to  your  locker; 

If  your  feet  feel  as  flat  as  your  purse,  and  your  stomach 
is  feeling  no  better, 

And  you  think,  "I  will  faint  if  I don't  soon  sit  down  on 
my  setter,'' 

Pray  do  not  forget  that  while  it  won't  help  the  pain  in 
your  back  or  your  leg,  O 

A rat  cap  will  do  wonders  for  your  prestige,  your  safety, 
and  ego. 

For  you  are  an  untutored  freshman,  thou  innocent  son 
of  Tom  Tinker, 

As  you're  sure  to  find  out  the  first  time  a water-bag 
dropping  from  nowhere  lands  on  your  thinker; 

And  you  might  as  well  learn  from  the  start  that  as  sure 
as  the  song  hit  today  is  the  one  about  "Rolling  the 
barrel," 

The  rat  cap  must  be  taken  for  better  or  worse  as  a parcel 
of  freshman  apparel. 

I know  you  say  you've  no  money,  and  if  you  don't  have 
any  money,  there's  no  danger  of  anyone's  suin'  yer, 

And  you  trust  that  while  you  may  not  have  the  poise  of 
a post-grad,  you  might  at  least  pass  for  a junior. 

Besides,  everything  has  its  price.  And  is  it  embarrass- 
ing! Well,  sorter 

To  learn  upon  perusing  the  contents  of  your  purse  that 
you  need  two  more  pennies  to  have  a quarter. 

No  doubt  you  have  plenty  of  right  to  envy  the  sopho- 
mores and  with  words  such  as  these  to  assail  'em, 

''They're  a smart  set,  indeed,  with  wisdom  as  rare  as 
the  wit  of  the  donkey  of  Balaam." 

I confess  there  is  truth  in  your  scorn,  and  if  we  must 
swap  wisdom,  new-timer, 

Hear  a word  to  the  wise  from  the  wit  of  Yours  Truiy, 
the  Rhymer: 

Get  a rat  cap  at  once,  though  it  takes  all  your  cash, 
though  it  costs  you  your  wallet  to  try  one.  . . . 

Then  forty  years  hence  when  you  recall  how  much 
trouble  it  caused,  you  can  speculate  on  how  much 
trouble  you'd  have  saved  had  you  never  consented 
to  buy  one. 
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UNIVERSITY  OF  MARYLAND 

Table  of  Undergraduate  Fees  Payable 

at  Beginning  of  First  Semester, 

1939-40 

General  Fees  (All  students  and  fraternity  men). 

$109.50 

Matriculation  (Sucker)  Fee  (Freshman  and  new  students) 

5.00 

Board 

135.00 

Board  with  nail 

137.50 

Room  (size  varies  according  to  roommate's  furniture). 

38.00  to  38.00 

Floor  for  room  (optional) 

.00 

Laundry  ( yours ) 

29  yen 

Laundry  (whosever  you  get  back). 

on  them 

Window  Sill  Fee  (Engineering  students  only).  

32.923456  + 

In  addition  to  the  above,  the  following  special  fees  will  be 

in  effect: 

Back  Road  Fee  for  D.  C.  Residents 

$ 5.00 

Amusement  Tax  for  Back  Road  Residents 

5.00 

Pre-Dedical  and  Pre-Mental  Fees 

First  Year 

.20 

Second  Year 

congratulations 

Late  Registration  Fees 

One  day  late 

3.00 

Two  days  late 

6.00 

Cambridge  students 

16.00 

Special  Class  Fees 

Miss  Ide's  students 

2.00  minimum 

Third  Year  of  English  A 

we  owe  you  .50 

Aviation  course  (Saturday  nite  at  the  airport) 

dirt  cheap 

Extra  Special  Fee 

Diamondback  staff  the  two  cents  we  give  you  a piece  of  our  mind  for. 
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DISSERTATION 
ON  FRATERNITY  RUSHING 

BY  A 5-YEAR  MAN 


This  article  is  written  for  the  consumption  of  those 
freshmen  who  were  not  assaulted  with  pledge  pins  as 
they  stepped  off  the  train.  If  it  is  diligently  perused  and 
wisely  assimilated  by  that  surviving  remnant,  it  may 
serve  the  purpose  of  clarifying  the  issues  of  fraternity 
rushing. 

Definition:  Rushing  is  the  process  whereby  the  rushee, 
the  college  freshman,  is  induced  by  the  rushors,  the 
college  upperclassmen,  to  enlist  in  the  ranks  of  an 
organization  represented  by  said  upperclassmen  and 
known  as  a fraternity. 

The  two  terms  which  should  be  expanded  for  the 
freshman's  enlightenment  are  induce  and  fraternity. 
Considering  the  two  in  reverse  order,  let  us  first  dispose 
of  three  popular  fallacies  relative  to  college  fraternities. 

1.  Fraternities  are  not  fanatical  advocates  of  a gold- 
fish diet.  This  propaganda,  deliberately  dissem- 
inated by  prejudiced  individuals  to  discredit 
fraternities,  is  based  on  a single  incident  in 
which  a Sigma  Nu  mistook  the  aquarium  for  the 
punch  bowl. 

2.  Fraternities  are  not  generally  composed  of  drink- 
ing men.  This  is  true  only  of  Delta  Sigs. 

3.  Fraternities  are  not  male  sororities.  The  frater- 
nity is  a non-profit  organization. 

Now  let  us  consider  the  word  induce.  "Don't  hit  me 
again — I'll  take  a pin”  is  a stock  gag  wherever  fraternity 
rushing  is  mentioned,  but  should  not  be  taken  seriously 
by  mature  minds.  There  are  only  four  charges  of  such 
practices  on  record  since  1932  (all  K.  A.  offenses),  and 
the  defendants  in  each  case  were  exonerated  when  it 
was  definitely  established  that  violence  was  resorted  to 
only  after  all  other  methods  had  failed.  Inducement 
today  is  a system  of  refined  pressure  through  which 
the  freshman  with  fraternity  aspirations  is  led.  ft  is 
not  a series  of  coercions.  The  freshman  is  invited  to 
the  house  for  lunch,  but  he  is  not  obligated  to  sign  any 
commitments.  He  is  taken  to  smokers  and  encouraged 
to  discuss  fraternity  pro  and  con,  but  he  need  not  make 
any  down  payments.  He  is  invited  to  week-end  dances 
and,  if  necessary,  has  dates  arranged  for  him  (usually 


a Kappa),  but  he  need  not  on  that  account  take  the  oath. 
Of  course,  it  is  true  that  heavily  rushed  freshmen  who 
reject  their  formal  bids  have  in  the  past  been  found  to 
gravitate  toward  the  infirmary  via  sundry  mysterious 
assaults,  but  there  is  no  reason  to  believe  that  this  is 
not  purely  coincidental. 

In  conclusion,  our  recommendation  to  the  fraternity- 
minded  freshman  is:  Look  the  field  over,  but  don't  try 
to  play  the  frat  men  for  suckers;  you  have  only  two 
weeks  to  work  on  the  frat  men  and  the  frat  men  have 
four  years  to  work  on  you. 


''.  . . But  aren't  you  the  girl  with  the  cottage  in 
Sherwood  Forest  last  year?" 
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THE  DEAN  RETURNS 

By  Norman  Hathaway 


The  only  thing  Dr.  Cotterman  didn't  see  on  his  ex- 
tended trip  throughout  the  European  continent  last 
summer  was  an  abundance  of  young  men.  In  Paris 
during  the  holiday  season,  in  Berlin,  Warsaw,  and  Lon- 
don, there  was  very  little  trench  material  that  wasn't 
either  in  them  or  close  to  them.  Mobilization  over  there 
is  a serious  thing  and  they  go  in  for  it  in  a big  way. 

Dr.  Cotterman,  Maryland's  agriculture  professor,  was 
one  of  a group  of  eight  men  who  took  this  extended 
tour  through  Europe  to  study  agricultural  conditions  and 
methods.  Dr.  Cotterman  landed  in  London,  which  he 
described  as  being  a combination  of  Boston  and  Wash- 
ington— Boston  of  course,  for  the  narrow  and  crooked 
streets.  London  was  the  only  major  city  of  the  four 
nerve  centers  in  which  there  were  young  men  in  the 
shops.  In  Paris,  Warsaw,  and  Berlin  these  jobs  were 
all  taken  by  women  or  old  men. 

The  people  of  Paris  were  more  fatalistic  than  any 
other  city,  Dr.  Cotterman  found.  When  asked  about  the 
war  scare  and  the  probability  of  another  war,  they  would 
merely  shake  their  heads,  and  murmer  how  terrible  it 
was  that  one  man  could  control  the  destiny  of  European 
civilization  with  all  of  its  millions  of  people.  So  fatal- 
istic were  they  that  before  the  "War  of  Nerves"  had  pro- 
gressed very  far,  all  of  the  stained  glass  windows  in  the 
beautiful  churches  in  Paris  were  down  and  boxed. 

Escorted  through  Warsaw  by  a young  Pole  of  college 
age,  Dr.  Cotterman  found  it  to  be  a modernized,  Western- 
ized city.  Shops  here  were  also  clerked  by  young 
women  and  old  men.  This  particular  interpreter  in  War- 
saw, according  to  Dr.  Cotterman,  was  one  of  the  most 
interesting  personalities  he  met  during  his  trip.  Inter- 
preting for  the  American  Express  Company  was  a sum- 
mer job.  He  was  an  elementary  school  teacher  with  a 
very  broad  education  and  a philosophy  that  expressed 
the  sentiments  of  the  Polish  people  about  the  coming 
war.  "If  it  comes,  it  comes.  We're  ready  to  give  up 
Danzig,  but  they'll  have  a hell  of  a time  getting  a slice 
of  Poland." 

The  city  of  Warsaw  itself  is  constantly,  rather  was 
constantly,  being  improved.  Every  shop  has  at  least 
one  clerk  who  can  speak  English. 

If  you  don't  have  a uniform  in  Moscow,  you're  either 
a foreigner  or  gallows  bait.  It  was  in  Moscow  that  the 
Russian  cops  got  hold  of  Dr.  Cotterman.  Walking 
through  a county  fair  with  a cigarette  in  his  hand,  he 
dropped  it  and  stepped  on  it.  Immediately  he  was 


rushed  by  a burly  Bolshevik  with  a badge.  He  practi- 
cally had  a rope  around  Dr.  Cotterman's  neck  before 
the  interpreter  spotted  him  and  yelled  "American."  It 
was  an  "open  Sesame,"  for  the  Russian  cop  dropped 
the  subject  entirely  with  profuse  apologies.  The  gist  of 
the  whole  matter  was  a "No  Smoking"  sign  in  Russian. 

In  Berlin,  however,  cigarette  butts,  matches,  and 
saliva  were  dangerous  things  to  own.  Informed  of  this 
matter,  Dr.  Cotterman  inquired  as  to  where  you  could 
throw  such  things.  "Behind  the  statues,"  he  was  told. 

Berlin  was  about  the  cleanest  of  all  the  cities  he 
visited.  Rules  were  strictly  enforced  with  heavy  fines 
imposed  on  those  who  broke  them.  "I  was  so  used  to 
these  kinds  of  rules  while  I was  across,"  Dr.  Cotterman 
said,  "that  I found  myself  asking  the  negro  porters  in 
New  York  City  if  I could  smoke  there.  My  greatest 
pleasure  during  the  entire  trip  was  spitting,  with  gusto, 
in  the  Grand  Central  Station." 


"Curley,  I told  you  that  'welcome  you  personally' 
letter  would  get  you  in  trouble." 
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Seventeen 


The  other  day  we  were  sitting  in 
our  office  here  in  the  Old  Line  suite 
wondering  what  this  younger  genera- 
tion is  coming  to.  Suddenly,  lo  and 
behold,  we  looked  up  to  see  a 
slightly  peaked  representative  of  this 
group  coming  to — of  all  places — our 
office! 

"Is  there  anything  we  can  do  for 
you?”  we  asked,  all  agog  with  the 
public  spirit  so  representative  of  our 
little  magazine. 

"No,"  he  answered  listlessly,  as  he 
turned  around  and  walked  into  the 
Editor-in-chief's  office  across  the  hall, 
where  he  completely  disappeared 
and  has  not  been  heard  of  since. 


and  other  editors  to  use  "we"  instead 
of  "l"  which  we  mean  all  along.  We 
couldn't  proceed  without  clearing 
this  little  matter  up,  for  we  would 
continually  be  haunted  by  the  idea 
of  you  laboring  under  the  impression 
that  the  writer  (or  writers,  as  you 
may  think)  ran  around  doing  and 
saying  things  in  unison,  like  "A 
stitch  in  time  saves  nine,"  etc.  The 
prospect  of  three  or  four  bleary-eyed 
persons  all  simultaneously  blurting 
out,  "A  stitch  in  time  saves  nine"  at 
a New  Year's  Eve  party  was  too  weird 
for  us  to  endure.  We  also  feared  you 
might  picture  maybe  a three  headed 
monster  or  something  infinitely 


Indeed,  we  believe,  on  second 
thought,  that  you  had  better  get  off 
your  plateau  in  short  time  in  any 
case.  From  experience  we  have 
learned  that  the  Old  Line  can  use  a 
feature  much  better  than  it  can  an 
orange  and  lilac  hand-woven  Navajo 
blanket. 

There  are  many  ways  to  get  back 
"on  the  ball"  (to  use  the  vernacular), 
that  you  are  obviously  familiar  with 
already.  Though  we  doubt  it.  One 
of  our  favorite  remedies  is  to  go  to 
the  movies.  Of  course,  this  plan  has 
a tendency  to  backfire  and  work  in 
the  opposite  direction,  causing  you 
to  get  more  "off  the  ball"  or  "on  the 


Ain’t  Cha  Cornin’  Out? 

by  Mary  Zurhorst 


Which  all  goes  to  prove  our  theory 
that  there  are  just  thousands  of  you 
Freshmen  and  upperclassmen,  too, 
who  are  simply  dying  to  write  for  the 
Old  Line,  but  who  somehow  just 
can't  get  started.  So  we  are  going 
to  help  you. 

There  is  no  reason  at  all  why  you 
should  not  be  writing  for  us.  And 
you  might  just  as  well  start  learning 
how  immediately,  as  "There  is  no 
time  like  the  present,"  we  always 
say.  Well,  maybe  we  don't  always 
say  it,  because  we  do  have  a recol- 
lection of  having  once  said  "A  stitch 
in  time  saves  nine."  We  believe  it 
was  at  a New  Year's  Eve  party,  at 
the  turn  of  the  century,  no  doubt.  But 
anyway,  we  think  "There  is  no  time 
like  the  present"  much  more  appro- 
priate on  this  occasion. 

Before  we  go  any  further,  you 
understand,  don't  you,  that  "we"  is 
(are? — is?)  only  one  person?  To  the 
uninformed,  we  realize  this  may 
sound  a bit  odd,  but  never  fear,  we 
are  not  a spy,  or  an  escaped  inmate 
of  St.  Lizzies,  but  merely  one  of  the 
editors,  whose  doubtful  privilege  it 
is,  along  with  kings,  and  Communists, 


worse.  We  may  be  worse,  but  at 
least  there  is  only  one  of  us,  and  it 
has  only  one  head.  We  hope  you  are 
not  disillusioned.  For  those  wise  old 
owls  of  you  who  knew  it  all  the  time, 
just  skip  this  paragraph.  And  phooey 
to  you. 

Although  there  is  nothing  difficult 
about  writing  copy  (another  journal- 
ist's term)  we  will  admit  that  some- 
times, oh  hardly  ever,  but  there  have 
been  occasions  when  that  inspired 
sense  of  humor,  that  bubbling  wit 
stops  bubbling.  It  is  then  that  you 
have  reached  what  the  psychologist 
calls  a plateau. 

Now  to  us,  though  of  course  not  to 
everyone,  these  plateaus  are  very 
enjoyable.  We  always  think  of 
Indians,  and  totem  poles,  and  lovers 
jumping  off  cliffs,  so  we  have  a fine 
time  when  we  reach  ours,  just  getting 
into  the  spirit  of  the  thing.  Once  when 
we  were  on  a plateau,  we  got  into  the 
spirit  so  well  that  we  wove  a whole 
Navajo  blanket,  just  for  the  hell  of  it. 
However,  if  you  find  you  cannot 
utilize  your  plateau  to  such  obvious 
advantage,  we  would  suggest  that 
you  get  off  it  as  quickly  as  possible. 


plateau"  as  the  case  may  be.  But 
then  it  can't  be  denied  that  the 
movies  are  very  entertaining.  We 
saw  a good  show  the  other  night. 
Mary  Pickford  and  Francis  X.  Bush- 
man in  "Susanah  of  the  F.B.I."  Keep 
an  eye  on  this  young  Bushman 
Romeo,  girls. 

A really  splendid  approach  to 
getting  down  to  work  on  that  feature 
you  want  to  see  in  the  Old  Line,  is 
to  go  out  and  buy  a newspaper.  You 
never  know  what  situation  may  occur 
that  will  be  just  what  you  want  to 
write  up  for  our  magazine.  For  ex- 
ample, we  were  in  a terrifically 
remote  spot  near  the  Canadian  border 
this  summer,  and  we,  even  as  you 
and  you,  were  on  a plateau.  (Well, 
it  really  was  a mountain,  but  we 
won't  get  technical.)  So  we  decided 
to  go  into  the  town's  one  general 
store  and  buy  a newspaper.  Because 
we  had  missed  "Li'l  Abner"  the  day 
before,  we  apologetically  asked  the 
old  store  keeper  for  yesterday's 
paper. 

"Sorry,  we  don't  have  it,"  he  said. 

"Oh,  well  then,  just  give  me  to- 
day's," we  said,  laying  the  old  man 
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out  in  our  mind  because  he  wouldn't 
go  down  to  the  cellar  for  yesterday's 
paper. 

"Don't  have  that,  nuther." 

"If  you  don't  have  today's  paper, 
then  what  has  happened  to  yester- 
day's?" we  asked,  beginning  to  get 
curious. 

"Nothin'  happened  to  it,"  he  said, 
making  a bull's  eye  in  the  corner 
spittoon,  "it  just  don't  come  till  to- 
morrow." 

You  see  how  adventure  can  come 
when  it  is  least  expected?  And,  an- 
other thing,  we  were  able  to  tell  our 
story  to  the  Old  Line  readers,  a feat 
which  has  been  worrying  us  ever 
since  the  incident  took  place. 

We  do  hope  we  have  been  of  some 
aid  to  you  young  aspirants  to  the  Old 
Line  staff.  We  hope  that  our  advice 
and  friendly  counsel  has  at  last 
started  you  out  on  your  career  as 
writer  for  the  Old  Line.  There  are  oh, 
so  many  ways  to  write  for  our 
magazine. 

How  do  you  write  for  the  Old 
Line?  Anyway? 


MARYLANDERS 

Begin  Your  College 
Year  Right 

For  Your 

Breakfast...  Lunch... 
Dinner 

Stop  At 

Albrecht's 

FREE  DELIVERY 

Berwyn  580  Greenwood  3838 


TdJe.  Shall  eJlaue.  Mud*c 

J^ij  Charles  Olsanda 

Sometime  last  spring,  the  class  of 
'33  decided  to  leave  our  school  a 
set  of  chimes  to  be  a perpetual  re- 
minder, we  suppose,  of  the  departed 
souls  who  once  trod  the  hills  and 
vales  of  our  campus.  If  you  stand 
beneath  the  lofty  columns  of  the 
Arts  and  Science  Building  you  may 
hear  them  today.  Now  we  are  not 
opposed  to  carilons  pealing  forth 
from  atop  Shoemaker  Hall.  We  think 
it  was  a noble  gesture.  But — 

We  listened  to  them  one  September 
morning  before  school  had  yet 
started,  and  it  occurred  to  us  that 
such  a thing  as  chimes  should  at 
least  justify  their  own  existence.  We 
gave  the  matter  considerable  thought 
and  it  seemed  to  us  that  they  should 
at  least  be  either: 

(1)  Educational 

(2)  Entertaining 

(3)  Useful 

When  we  heard  them  our  chimes 
went  turn  te  ta  turn  . . . turn  te  ta  turn. 
They  are  probably  still  doing  it. 
Now  if  they  went  ta  ta  ta  te  te  te  turn 
ta  turn  instead  (which  is  part  of  the 
Quartet  from  Rigoletto)  we  could 
plainly  see  the  cultural  value.  Per- 
haps they  could  vary  Mr.  Guiseppe 
Verdi's  opus  with  a bit  of  Beethoven's 
Fifth  Symphony  (we  are  not  asking 
for  the  whole  thing)  or  a dash  of 
Faust.  The  educational  value  might 
be  immense. 

But  our  chimes  go  turn  te  ta  turn  . . . 
turn  te  ta  turn. 

They  are  not  even  entertaining.  It 
seems  it  would  be  just  as  easy  for 
the  chimes  to  ring  forth  with  a strain 
or  two  of  the  Beer  Barrel  Polka  (for 
them  that  wants  it)  or  a melodious  bit 
about  Jim  Jam  Jive  and  wanting  your 
eggs  on  the  Jersey  side  hep  hep.  We 
can  see  years  dropping  from  the 
shoulders  of  our  professors  as  they 
shagged  from  class  to  class  muttering 
"Well  all  right.  Jump  jump  jump." 
The  potentialities  are  tremendous. 


But  our  chimes  go — well  you  know 
how  they  go  by  now. 

Which  brings  us  to  our  last  point. 
It  seems  only  fair  that  since  they  are 
neither  educational  nor  entertaining, 
they  might  be  useful.  We  were  told 
that  they  chime  every  fifteen  minutes. 
Well  and  good.  At  least  we  could  set 
our  watches.  So  we  listened  with 
hope  in  our  hearts,  that  September 
morning.  The  chimes  gave  forth  at 
twenty  four  and  one  third  minutes  of 
twelve,  E.S.T. 

We  don't  know  when  they  are 
chiming  now,  perhaps  contentedly 
on  the  quarter  hour,  perhaps  at  193/4 
minutes  before  the  hour.  We  can 
never  never  be  quite  sure  now  when 
we  think  it  is  eleven  o'clock  and  we 
still  have  ten  minutes  in  which  to 
finish  a quiz  that  those  chimes  have 
not  waited  until  nine  minutes  after 
eleven.  Never  never  will  we  let  our 
friends  set  their  watches  when  they 
hear  chimes. 

Because  we  heard  them  go  turn  te 
ta  turn  . . . turn  te  ta  turn — at  twenty- 
four  and  one  third  minutes  of  twelve. 

• • 


cMeq,  fyella  ! ! 


A/a  Place 
tf-ak  l^au! ! 


Get  out  from  under  and  play 
safe  by  taking  your  troubles 
to — 

CHANEY'S 

GARAGE 

OPPOSITE  THE  MAIN  GATE 

• • 
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In  an  exclusive  interview  given  at  his  famous  labora- 
tory, Professor  Angus  L.  Braithwaite  issued  the  following 
world  shaking  statement:  "In  my  study  of  the  soil  of 
Baltimore  County,"  said  Professor  Braithwaite,  "I  have 
recently  made  the  startling  discovery  that  not  only  are 
the  germs  Scari-Beri  (which  turn  blackberries  white), 
Tiajuana,  and  Gingervitis  present  in  this  soil;  but  also 
the  fatally  destructive  Jobberwocky  Germ  that  causes 
paralysis  of  the  spinal  column  of  angle  worms.  Need- 
less to  say,  this  germ  and  its  ravishing  affects  will 
doubtless  change  the  future  of  not  only  every  fish  in 
Chesapeake  Bay,  but  also  the  whole  future  of  Maryland. 
For  a wiggleless  angle  worm  is  to  a fisherman  what 
B.V.D.'s  are  to  Sally  Rand.  I say  that  the  Jobberwocky 
must  be  conquered,"  continued  Prof.  Braithwaite,  "in 
order  to  insure  the  peace  and  security  of  every  Mary- 
lander in  years  to  come!" 


. . and  I majored  in  geology!" 


STARTLING  DISCOVERY 


"I  just  saw  a beautiful  girl  in  a stalled  auto  back  up 
that  country  road." 

"Well,  why  didn't  you  stop  and  ask  her  if  you  could 
help  her?" 

"I  would  have,  but  darn  the  luck,  I don't  know  any- 
thing about  autos." 


Professor  Braithwaite  would  give  no  further  infor- 
mation on  his  marvelous  scientific  discovery,  but  he 
added  the  advice,  "If  you  happen  to  see  a Jobberwocky 
Germ  sunning  himself  in  your  field  or  garden,  place  him 
immediately  in  an  insulated,  square  box,  and  bring  him 
to  my  laboratory."  Further  details  will  be  found  in  your 
favorite  dirt  column. 


"My  roommate  says  there  are  some  things  a girl 
should  not  do  before  twenty." 

"Well,  personally,  I don't  enjoy  a large  audience 
either." 

* * * 

"What  kind  of  work  is  your  sister's  boy  friend 
engaged  in?" 

"I  think  he  prints  free  tickets." 

"You  think  he  prints  free  tickets?  Whatever  gave  you 
such  an  idea?" 

"Well,  I heard  Sis  say  he's  always  making  passes." 

* * * 

The  messenger  had  just  caught  sight  of  Birnam 
Wood  marching  upon  Dunsinane.  He  turned  to  Macbeth 
and  shouted: 

"Your  Majesty!  Cheese  it,  the  copse!” 

★ ★ ★ 

A student  wandered  into  a tennis  tournament  and 
sat  down  by  a cute  coed. 

"Whose  game?"  he  asked. 

"I  am,”  she  replied. 

Sandy  invariably  sews  his  two-piece  underwear 
together  before  sending  it  to  the  laundry. 
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AL’S  NEW  CAR  won  Peg's  fancy,  1 
but  his  new  pipe  got  her  nanny 
it  smelled  fierce!  So  on  went  her  1 
roller  skates  to  head  for  home.  1 
Wait!  Here’s  the  postman!  I 


CELLOPHANE 


around  lid 


flavor  in  . . . j 
s you  tobacco  i 
factory-fresh! 


HE  TOLD  AL  to  clean  his  pipe,  and 
refilled  it  with  mild  Sir  Walter. 
Peg  stopped  to  sniff,  stayed 
to  snuggle.  The  fragrant  hurley 
jlend  always  wins!  I ry 


n! 


IT  SMOKES  AS  SWEET  AS  IT  SMELLS 


Wanted  . . . 

A 1 QrUcIzbat 


For  our  first  attempt  of  the  season  we,  the  editors  of  The  Old  Line, 
give  you  the  Gridratfrat  issue.  It's  yours  to  applaud  or  to  hiss. 

For  the  past  year  we've  tried  to  sound  out  our  readers  and  discover 
what  they  wanted  in  The  Old  Line.  A large  group  felt  that  because  this 
is  an  institution  of  higher  learning,  its  magazine  might  show  a few 
evidences  of  it.  Then  we  asked  some  of  the  Greek  lads  down  the  hill. 
They  admitted  they  like  fiction,  but  they  wanted  no  more  thwarted 
personalities,  murders,  rapes  and  kidnappings.  The  crowd  at  the  Grill 
told  us  that  what  they  would  like  to  see  were  more  new  jokes.  The 
coeds  wanted  short  items  that  are  "cute.”  The  five  minute  readers 
wanted  more  cartoons  and  photographs.  The  radicals  wanted  editorials 
with  an  argument. 

It's  quite  a problem  to  satisfy  everyone;  but  we  have  tried  to  give  you 
a little  of  each.  In  this  issue  you  will  find  first  of  all  a more  highly 
organized  make  up  than  we've  published  before.  Three  more  features 
by  particular  personalities  on  campus.  We  have  articles  by  freshmen 
new  to  our  staff.  There  is  one  sports  feature  by  a member  of  the  football 
team.  A dean  on  the  faculty  gave  us  the  material  for  another.  The  art 
staff  gives  you  three  full  page  spreads,  and  more  individual  cuts  than 
usual.  But  above  all  else,  we  promise  you  that  everything  in  the 
magazine  can  be  understood. 

We  hope  that  we  have  struck  on  at  least  one  item  of  interest  for 
every  reader,  and  that  we  can  continue  to  do  so  for  the  next  seven  issues. 

But  the  only  way  we  have  of  measuring  our  success  is  by  your  re- 
action to  our  new  policy.  If  you  like  the  change,  let  us  know  what  parts 
of  it  you  like.  More  especially,  if  it  doesn't  appeal  to  you,  tell  us  about 
that,  too. 

Our  address  is  Box  "B"  in  the  post  office.  We  give  you  The  Old  Line, 
and  welcome  all  criticism. 


TUNE  IN— Sir  Walter  Raleigh  “Dog  House"  Every 
Tuesday  night,  NBC  Red  Network, 
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WHAT  I DONE 

Ann  Paterson,  '43 


A gal  come  up  to  me  and  sez,  "I  would  like  you  to 
write  you  impreshin  of  the  Unyfirsity  of  Maryland." 
Now  I doan  know  nothin  about  no  impreshin  but  I'll 
tell  you  what  I done. 

Well,  when  I come  through  them  gates  the  fust 
thing  I sez  to  Maw  was,  ''Gosh  ain't  it  real  purty  now." 
And  Maw  sez,  "Yas,  it's  shure  purty.  Them  white 
columes  is  almost  as  fat  as  your  Aunt  Hetty." 

I thought  the  dermerterry  was  mighty  fine  too,  and 
we  was  agettin  along  jest  dandy  'till  Maw  she  hear  the 
fire  alarm.  "Fire!"  she  yell,  and  heads  for  the  winder. 
But  the  winder  and  Maw,  they  weren't  made  for  each 
other.  She  had  ought  to  have  a size  a little  larger,  so 
she  give  it  up.  Then  she  head  for  the  stairs  yellin', 
"Fire!"  all  the  time,  and  me  steamin  along  behind  her. 
Maw,  she  already  done  knock  down  over  half  of  the 
furniture  and  now  she  knock  over  a boy  cornin'  up  the 
steps  with  a load  of  suitkases.  That  boy,  he  must  of  been 
a furriner  'cause  he  shure  did  say  some  queer  soundin 
words  as  Maw  tore  on,  leavin'  him  and  the  suitkases  in 
a heap  on  the  stairs.  But  everything  turned  out  all  right 
after  all,  'cause  some  janes  who  had  come  out  of  their 
rooms  to  rubber  at  the  kommotion  tole  us  that  that 
warn't  no  fire  alarm,  but  a sorta  signal  bell. 

After  Maw  left  I was  feelin  mighty  lonesome,  but 
long  about  hog-feedin'  time  some  gal  come  along  which 
ast  did  I want  to  come  to  supper  with  hern?  So  I sez, 
"Yes,"  and  we  went  to  a place  where  they  was  a lot  a 
guys  a-slingin'  an  a-throwin  some  mighty  pekuliar 
dishes  aroun.  What  we  et,  I doan  know,  but  we  et 
it  anyway. 

Now  when  we  come  back  to  the  demeterry,  we  have 
a party.  That  was  the  fust  party  we  had.  At  these  here 
parties,  you  got  to  look  out,  'cause  if  you  don't,  you 
might  get  hurt.  These  dames  come  a-runnin  up  to  you 
all  a-grinnin  and  a pantin  and  want  to  stick  pins  in  you 
so's  they  can  fasten  your  name  on  you.  Then  sometime 
there  is  a lot  of  people  just  a-standin  in  a line.  At  fust 
I thought  they  was  a-goin  to  break  out  into  a dance  or 
something,  but  what  they  do  is  jist  say,  "Howdy,"  to 
you.  Now  this  makes  you  feel  real  nice  cause  they  are 
mostly  the  ones  that  learn  you,  and  when  you  see  'em 
all  dressed  up  fit  to  kill,  a-smilin  and  a-pumpin  your 
hand  up  and  down  you  know  they  is  really  pleased 
to  meetcha  and  ain't  so  standoffish  as  some  folks  with  a 
lot  a book  learnin  is.  The  parties  with  the  pin-sticking 
gals  they  is  nice  too,  'cause  everyone  is  real  friendly  and 
jolly-like  and  you  get  to  know  more  people  than  you 
could  fit  into  a corn  field. 


There  was  jest  one  thing  a-worryin  me  and  that  was 
that  some  mighty  purty  church  bells  was  always  a-ringin 
out  a funeral.  An  then  some  gal  who  was  a-roomin 
next  to  me  tole  me  they  was  a big  clock,  and  she 
promised  that  she'd  teach  me  how  to  tell  time,  too. 

Another  thing  they  shure  like  to  do  around  here  is 
yell.  Whenever  they  get  all  the  freshmen  a-herded  into 
one  place,  a couple  a boys  who  had  got  some  purty 
white  sweaters  a-knitted  for  'em,  come  along  and  sez, 
"What  you  all  have  got  to  do  is  make  a lot  of  noise." 
An  then  they  start  a-jumpin  and  a-kickin  an  a-clawin  in 
the  air.  That  means  you  gotta  yell,  too.  But  by  the  time 
you  finish  a-yellin  an  a-singin  you  feel  like  you  wanta 
take  the  ole  shotgun  offun  the  wall  and  start  a feud  with 
anyone  who  even  mentions  Maryland  could  be  beaten 
in  anything  or  anyway. 

So  I wrote  home  to  Maw  an  I sez: 

Dear  Maw: 

I like  this  Unifirsity.  It  is  mighty  fine.  Please  try  an 
sell  that  corner  of  west  pasture  so's  you  can  raise  35c 
to  send  me  so's  I can  buy  a rat  cap. 


"Would  youse  page  Mrs.  O'Brien?  She's  got  me  mop." 
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September  25,  1939 
Prof.  W.  C.  Jordan 
Principal  of  the  High  School 
Chicamuxen,  Maryland 
Dear  Professor: 

Well,  your  friend  that  you  wrote  up 
here  to  about  me  came  over  and  took 
me  to  the  house  where  he  lives  for 
supper.  I told  him  that  I had  already 
paid  $135.00  for  my  board  at  the 
school,  and  I calculated  I'd  be  losing 
19c  if  I missed  a meal.  But  I decided 
to  go — and  then  eat  twice  as  much 
breakfast  to  make  up  for  it.  He  lives 
in  the  "Kay  A House,"  and  they  sure 
is  a swell  bunch  of  fellows  there  with 
a lot  of  Silver  Cups.  When  I got  back 
to  the  dorm  after  supper  they  was  a 
fellow  there  to  get  my  roommate  to 
go  over  to  his  house,  and  when  he 
found  out  that  I had  been  to  the  Kay 
A House  he  asked  me  to  go  with 
him,  too. 

They  call  this  house  the  Delta 
Sigma  Fraternity  House,  and  they 
got  a lot  of  Silver  Cups,  too. 

Do  you  remember  that  tall  red 
headed  fellow  that  was  on  the  T.B. 
team  last  year  that  knocked  my  tooth 
out?  Well,  who  was  there  but  him. 
All  the  fellows  at  that  house  took  a 
lot  of  notice  of  me  when  he  told  them 
that  I was  the  captain  of  the  Chica- 
muxen football  team.  These  fellows 
was  awfully  nice,  and  I remarked  to 
them  that  I had  a lot  rather  live  at 
their  house  than  where  I am  at.  You 
know  the  rooms  are  pretty  small  at 
the  dorm,  and  they  have  to  have 
double  decker  beds  like  a birth  in  a 
pullman.  One  boy  named  Filbry 
said  he'd  see  about  it,  but  I said 
never  mind,  I had  already  paid  for 
my  room  in  the  dorm.  I had  no  more 
than  got  home  from  there,  and  was 
meaning  to  go  to  bed,  because  it  was 
around  ten  o'clock  but  they  was  two 
boys  waiting  for  me  that  had  found 
out  I was  over  to  the  Kay  A House 
for  supper.  They  wanted  me  to  come 
over  to  there  house  to  see  them.  I 
think  a good  many  of  the  fellows  who 
live  at  this  house  may  be  from  poor 
families,  because  they  didn't  have 


suits  on.  Just  sweaters.  A fellow 
named  Johnson  took  me  and  showed 
me  a lot  of  new  cars  in  their  drive- 
way. They  were  all  pretty  nice  cars, 
but  I told  him  I really  wasn't  in  the 
market  for  a car  because  I had  al- 
ready bought  my  bus  tickets.  We 
went  back  in  the  house,  which  was 
called  the  Fie  Delt  House,  and  one 
fellow  there  sure  could  play  the 
piano.  I told  him  I liked  his  piano 
playing,  and  that  1 opined  that  he 
would  stack  up  good  with  the  best 
we  had  in  Charles  County. 

Elmer  Oates  that  was  on  the  scrub 
team  from  Dameron  High  that  played 
us  was  there,  if  you  remember  him, 
and  a boy  named  Harry  from  another 
place  came  to  take  him  to  what  he 
called  a smoker.  Elmer  told  him  I 
was  President  of  the  senior  class  at 
Chicamuxen  High,  and  he  must  of 
took  it  for  granite  that  I was  all  right. 
Anyhow,  he  asked  me  to  go,  too.  It 
was  mighty  late  by  then,  but  I didn't 
know  just  what  he  meant  by  a 
"smoker,"  and  I hated  to  ask  him, 
so  I went.  When  I got  there  I found 
out  they  was  all  a-smoking,  and  that's 
all  they  is  to  a smoker. 

Some  of  the  fellows  there  told  me 
this  was  the  Sigma  New  House,  and 
I told  them  it  seems  to  me  like  every 
house  in  town  here  has  a name  for  it, 
but  none  of  our  houses  in  Chica- 
muxen have  names.  All  the  boys 
laughed  and  one  of  the  boys  told  us 
he  wanted  to  show  us  their  loving 
cups.  But  when  I got  to  where  the 
cups  was,  I saw  they  was  only  just 
some  more  Silver  Cups  they  had 
won  like  at  the  other  houses. 

All  this  going  around  kept  me  up 
awfully  late,  but  I'm  glad  I did  it, 
because  most  of  these  boys  I met  was 
mighty  important  in  the  school,  be- 
cause they  told  me  their  selves  that 
some  of  them  was  president  of  the 
class,  and  some  of  them  was  editor 
of  the  paper,  and  a lot  of  them  was 
on  the  football  team.  I'm  awful  grate- 
ful to  you  for  getting  me  acquainted 
with  all  these  fine  friends  at  the  very 
beginning  of  school.  When  I was  at 


the  Sigma  New  House  some  of  the 
football  fellows  got  me  in  a corner 
and  wanted  to  give  me  a little  pin, 
and  I looked  at  it,  and  told  them  I 
already  had  one  like  that.  I showed 
them  my  vest,  and  sure  enough,  there 
it  was,  pinned  where  I had  pinned 
the  ones  from  all  the  other  houses. 

Your  friend  and  admirer, 
Cal  Pepper 

• • • 

When  an  acquaintance  joins  your 
group,  it's  a mark  of  good  breeding 
to  include  him  in  your  conversation. 
Say  graciously,  "We  were  just  dis- 
cussing the  canoe  races,  Mr.  Smith.” 
— Washington  Times-Herald 

A bit  monotonous — but  then  it's 
etiquette. 

* * * 

The  British  royal  air  forces  is  opera- 
ting on  French  soil  and  the  Lady  Met- 
calfe the  duke  and  duchess  were 
"very  tired  and  worn"  but  a few 
minutes  after  their  arrival  they  came 

out  on  the  lawn  and  posed  for 

photographers. 

— Washington  Times-Herald 

We  trust  the  French  soil  recuper- 
ates as  quickly  as  Lady  Metcalfe  after 
the  operation. 

* ★ * 

She:  Did  you  hear  about  the  two 
maggots? 

He:  No,  what? 

She:  They  made  love  in  dead 

earnest. 


Curious  Old  Lady:  Why,  you've 
lost  your  leg,  haven't  you? 

Cripple:  Well,  damned  if  I haven't. 


A Scotchman  was  leaving  on  a 
business  trip,  and  he  called  back  as 
he  was  leaving,  "Goodbye,  all,  and 
dinna  forget  to  take  little  Donald's 
glasses  off  when  he  isn't  looking  at 
anything." 
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On  First  Looking  into  Fisher's 
Diamondback 

Much  have  I travelled  around  College  Park 
And  three  years'  timely  editorials  read 
Wondering  at  what  each  editor  had  said, 

"The  daydodger  needs  new  cinders,"  he'd  remark, 
"The  auditorium  looks  like  Noah's  Ark 
We  need  a million  dollar  one  instead." 

"The  dormitory  residents  are  ill  fed." 

A spirit  of  those  years  clothes  each  remark. 

And  yet  'til  Fisher  spoke  out  loud  and  bold 
In  columns  of  the  rightfully  obsolete 
Regardless  of  our  cries  of  "God,  that's  old!" 
How  could  I to  those  bygone  days  retreat? 

But  now  I gaze  and  watch  the  years  unfold 
Silent,  upon  a peek  at  Friday's  sheet. 
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(Continued  from  page  7) 

squad  at  guard.  Elmer  Bright,  a letterman  from  last  year, 
and  Bud  Hyer  and  Bob  Morton  are  available  for  guard 
position.  Also  a senior  named  Lawrence. 

One  of  the  most  promising  ends  in  years  was  lost  to 
the  squad  when  Coming's  Bill  Bowers  failed  to  make  his 
average.  But  in  that  spot  we  still  have  Franny  Beamer 
of  the  well  known  Weidinger  to  Beamer  short  pass. 
Dick  Schaeffer  surprised  everyone  by  blossoming  from 
a mediocre  halfback  into  a good  lineman.  Frank  Dwyer 
of  the  long  altitude  and  oversized  palm  should  see  a 
lot  of  action  at  end.  Also  Leo  Mueller,  senior  hero  of 
last  year's  Western  Maryland  game. 

As  a starting  lineup  I would  bet  on  Smith  at  center, 
Gienger  and  Lawrence  (I  hope),  guards;  Brown  and 
Albarano,  tackles;  Beamer  and  Schaeffer,  ends;  Boyda, 
Murphy,  Scotnicki  and  Lumsden  in  the  backfield. 

This  year's  squad  isn't  too  large,  but  it  is  agressive. 
The  boys  like  to  play  ball  and  that  makes  up  for  a lot, 
including  lack  of  experience.  You  can't  talk  about  a 
bad  season  to  us.  There's  no  pessimism  on  our  team. 
At  the  same  time  there's  none  of  the  cockeyness  that 
lost  us  the  Richmond  game. 

Our  best  game  should  be  with  Georgetown  in  Wash- 
ington. With  the  exception  of  one  man,  Joe  Mellendeck, 
they  have  their  same  strong  team  of  last  year.  That 
club  pitted  against  our  team,  which  is  always  in  a "do 
or  die"  frame  of  mind  for  the  game  ought  to  provide 
the  liveliest  contest  of  the  season. 

Of  course,  a lot  will  depend  on  the  breaks.  If  we  can 
ride  through  with  as  few  injuries  as  the  '37  team  sus- 
tained and  not  run  into  a hive  of  ailments  such  as  we 
did  last  year  with  Mondorff,  Meade,  Weidinger  and 
Geinger,  it  looks  like  a good  season.  To  date  Ave  have 
had  only  one  serious  accident — Bob  Brand's  fractured 
vertebra. 

Hampden-Sydney  is  also  having  its  first  game  on 
the  thirtieth,  so  we  can't  tell  what  they  will  show  us.  We 
do  know  that  they  have  a strong  team.  But  we're  going 
out  with  the  training  of  a wonderful  coach,  and  a bunch 
of  boys  that  like  to  win  their  games.  All  in  all,  things 
are  looking  pretty  rosy. 
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To  Our  Grads 


Here's  an  oldie  we  found  in  the  office  which 
some  of  you  may  have  seen  in  Gardner  Brooks' 
Junior  Prom  Issue  of  1936. 

For  us  it  seemed  to  typify  the  Old  Guard 
and  that  happy  Spirit  of  Homecoming,  so  we  gave 
it  a re-run. 

To  Johnny  Bell,  Sam  Leishear,  Bob  Litschert 
and  Joel  Hutton  we  say,  "Thanks  for  posing — " and 
to  all  our  alumnae, 


“Welcome  to  Homecoming 
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Russian  Story 

an  epic 
by 

SAIMOVITCH  GUYSKY 

Comrade  Vhupinkoff  looked  nervously  from  the 
window.  Behind  his  dark  beard  he  scowled  and  drew 
heavy  black  curtains  across  the  window. 

"I  must  go  through  with  it?"  he  said  heavily. 

"It  is  for  the  cause,"  said  Vottsky. 

"Nothing  must  stop  the  cause." 

"Nothing." 

"Borsch!  That  I should  stoop  to  this.  If  my  poor 
mother  in  Petrograd  should  know." 

"It  is  for  the  cause,"  Vottsky  said  simply. 

Vhupinkoff  stroked  his  heavy  beard.  "No  one  can 
overhear  us?" 

"No  one." 

He  walked  to  the  table.  With  stoic  calm  he  surveyed 
the  black  box.  He  picked  it  up  carefully  and  shook  it. 

"This  is  the — instrument?" 

Vottsky  nodded.  "It  is  for  the  cause,"  he  said  with 
finality. 

"All  right,"  Vhupinkoff  assented  staring  into  the 
mirror.  "The  deed  shall  be  done.  It  is  a disgrace  to  a 
thousand  generations  of  Vhupinkoffs.  It  will  be  my 
ruin.  But  the  cause  must  come  first." 

Vottsky  nodded. 

Comrade  Vhupinkoff  looked  dolefully  into  the  mirror 
a last  time;  he  hissed  something  obscurely  profane 
under  his  heavy  beard. 

"Guard  the  door  with  your  life,"  he  said.  Then  he 
walked  into  the  bathroom  and  carefully  opened  the 
little  black  box  and  more  carefully  still  he  shaved  off 
his  beard. 


"Heavens,  child!  You  need  a shave!" 


A DIAMONDBACK  EDITOR'S  DAY 

Rises  and  with  half-hearted  spirit  listens  to  child 
singing  over  midget  radio.  . . . Takes  shower  under 
cold  water  spigot  in  washbasin.  . . . Has  brisk  rubdown 
with  piece  of  confetti.  . . . Brushes  teeth  with  a broom 
straw.  . . . Eats  hearty  breakfast  of  half  an  olive  and  eye- 
dropper of  coffee.  . . . Drives  to  Student  Center  in 
Austin.  . . . Climbs  through  keyhole,  and  indulges  in 
small  talk  with  janitor.  . . . Perches  on  edge  of  chair, 
and  writes  letter  to  friend  in  Little  Rock.  . . . Decorates 
office  walls  with  cancelled  postage  stamps.  . . . Reads 
half  a chapter  of  Little  Minister.  . . . Goes  to  Bacteriology 
class.  . . . Decides  to  cut  rest  of  day  and  goes  to  Grill.  . . . 
Orders  thimbleful  of  milk  and  one  pea,  well  done;  has 
half  grape  for  dessert.  . . . Returns  to  Diamondback  office 
and  orders  stooge  to  replace  standard  typewriter  with 
portable  one.  . . . Starts  Diamondback  campaign  to  raise 
funds  to  give  Maryland  a football  team  of  men  weighing 
under  one  hundred  pounds.  . . . Returns  Little  Minister 
to  library  and  withdraws  Little  Man,  What  Now?  ...  Is 
requested  to  leave  by  Mr.  Fogg  for  whistling  "Small 
Fry."  . . . Goes  to  Gym  and  makes  entry  for  ping-pong 
tournament.  . . . Having  eaten  so  much  for  lunch,  decides 
to  skip  supper.  . . . Takes  girl  to  midget  auto  races, 
and  buys  her  a kernel  of  popcorn.  . . . Goes  to  bed  in 
dresser  drawer  and  mulls  over  plans  for  a three-story 
skyscraper  to  be  used  for  a Student  Union. 

^ — R.  S.  R. 


SPORT  CENTER 

"WHERE  SPORTSMEN  MEET" 


Washington's  largest  and  most  complete 
stock  of  famous  sports  wear  and  sports 
equipment  at  lower  prices. 


8th  and  D STS.,  N.  W. 
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by  Tommy  St.  Clair 


Now  that  our  first  issue  has  been 
published,  explained,  apologized  for 
and  forgotten  we  can  peacefully  settle 
down  to  the  business  at  hand,  the 
Homecoming  Issue,  which  we  sin- 
cerely hope  has  arrived  before  too 
many  alumni  have  gone  home  and 
the  Christmas  Issue  is  out.  There  was 
an  awful  moment  in  the  middle  of 
October  when  we  tossed  a coin  to 
decide  whether  to  call  this  effort  the 
Homecoming  or  the  Homegoing  Num- 
ber, but  that  is  history  and  we  have 
optimistically  settled  on  the  first  of 
the  two,  hoping  the  hand  of  fate  and 
the  national  advertisers  don't  cross 
us  up. 

We  say  that  the  Gridratfrat  Issue  is 
forgotten,  but  there  is  one  little  matter 
of  old  business  that  is  as  yet  un- 
finished. 

The  day  after  the  last  New  Line 
came  to  light  with  the  Poolesville 
skunk  epic,  the  president  of  the  Junior 
Class  filed  his  objection  to  the  im- 
plication that  he  ever  had  a part  in 
any  such  class  distinction  such  as 
being  barred  from  classes  because  of 
an  innocent  hunting  party.  "I  always 
got  by,"  he  told  us,  "but  I have 
several  friends  that  were  caught." 

But  it  wasn't  until  the  second  na- 
tive, Citizen  Florence  Rice,  cornered 
us  that  the  matter  was  entirely  clear 
in  our  minds. 

"What  did  they  do  about  the  un- 
happy offenders  when  they  did  show 
up?"  we  asked. 


"We  had  a regular  ritual."  came 
the  answer.  "The  janitor  trotted  the 
lad  out  on  the  playground,  and  set  a 
wire  basket  upside-down  on  the 
ground.  He  lit  a fire  under  the  thing 
and  set  the  poor  boy  on  top  of  it. 
Smoking  it  out  was,  and  still  is,  the 
approved  method  in  Poolesville." 

So  you  see  it's  even  worse  than  we 
thought. 

SCOOPED  . . . 

We  always  root  for  Navy  at  Balti- 
more Stadium.  We  think  that  our 
oceanic  defence  is  second  to  none. 
But  we  cringe  every  time  we  think  of 
how  the  Navy  Department  in  Wash- 
ington was  beaten  to  the  tape  by  a 
certain  aggressive  outfit  in  Phil- 
adelphia. 

A friend  of  ours  who  graduated  last 
June  was  trying  to  get  into  the  Marine 
Corps.  He  had  taken  all  the  neces- 
sary physicals,  mentals  and  morals, 
and  in  spite  of  being  a Phi  Sig,  had 
done,  he  thought,  very  well.  All  that 
remained  was  official  notification 
from  the  Department. 

He  waited  for  the  fateful  week 
when  he  was  to  hear  the  news, 
watched  each  mail  delivery  for  some 
acceptance  or  rejection  from  above. 
Then  one  day  the  telephone  rang. 

"A  telegram  for  Mr.  L A. 

J ,"  came  the  voice.  "Shall  I 

read  it?" 

Our  friend  was  in  a terrible  state 


of  nerves.  "For  heaven's  sake,  go 
ahead." 

"The  telegram  reads: 

We  want  to  take  this  opportunity 
to  congratulate  you  on  your  ap- 
pointment to  the  Marine  Corps! 
The  Senate  has  just  passed  upon 
you!  Are  looking  forward  to  see- 
ing you  in  Philadelphia! 

Cass  and  Stein,  Tailors." 

The  next  day  the  Navy  Department 
crashed  through,  a poor  second. 

SNATCH  . . . 

We  were  walking  past  the  Post  Of- 
fice in  the  library  basement  the  other 
day  minding  our  own  business  and 
wondering  what  kind  of  hat  to  wear 
to  the  Des  Moines  convention,  when 
a piece  of  conversation  floated  from 
behind  the  boxes  that  really  struck 
our  fancy.  We  suppose  it  was  none  of 
our  business,  but  we  distinctly  heard 
someone  whine  to  someone  else, 

"Well,  supposin'  you  hadda  suck 
a halfa  dozen  eggs,  how'd  you  feel?" 

We  could  imagine. 

SIGN  . . . 

This  month's  award  for  the  most 
baffling  notice  in  northwest  Washing- 
ton goes  to  a poultry  house  on  Fifth 
Street  near  I.  Above  the  prices  of 
wings  and  legs  was  neatly  lettered: 
Cut  Up  Chickens 
Killed  Daily 

which  we  think  is  only  fair. 
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PAUL  . . . 

We  are  taking  a course  this  semes- 
ter which  requires  a weekly  trip  to 
St.  Elizabeth's  Insane  Asylum.  The 
first  of  the  interesting  treks  has  left  a 
lasting  impression  on  us. 

The  clinic  was  excellent,  but  of 
course  had  been  viewed  objectively 
by  us  and  forcibly  put  out  of  our 
mind.  We  hopped  in  the  car  and 
started  out  of  the  grounds.  Then  we 
saw  him. 

A group  of  four  men  came  saunter- 
ing around  a corner,  staring  at  the 
car. 

"There  are  four  of  them  now,"  re- 
marked one  of  our  friends,  "Why, 
what's  the  matter  with  that  one?  He's 
waving  at  us,  and  he's  calling  you  by 
name." 

We  recognized  the  man  instantly 
as  the  uncle  of  a good  friend  of  ours 
from  the  university. 

"What's  the  matter?" 

"Oh,  nothing,"  we  said,  trying  to 
hide  our  shock  and  despair.  We 
looked  back  and  saw  Uncle  Paul 
walking  down  the  middle  of  the  drive- 
way, waving  both  arms  madly  in  the 
air. 

All  the  way  home  we  tried  to 
ignore  the  inevitable  conversation 
about  the  suffering  the  family  must 
go  through  in  a case  like  that.  The 
uncle  of  an  S.  G.  A.  secretary  in  St. 
Elizabeth's!  An  awful  thing  even  to 
think  about. 

That  night  the  secretary  herself 
came  over  to  our  house  and  an- 
nounced that  Uncle  Paul  had  seen  us 
in  the  afternoon. 

"Yes,"  we  muttered  tactfully,"  Such 
an  awful  thing — " 

"Oh  Paul  doesn't  mind.  He  says 
you  get  used  to  seeing  them  around 
all  the  time  and  rather  likes  nurse's 
work." 

LINE  . . . 

The  first  reading  of  the  New  play, 
"Double  Door,”  took  place  two  weeks 
ago  at  the  home  of  the  director.  It 
was  one  of  those  intimate  shirtsleeve 
affairs,  but  in  spite  of  the  informality 
of  the  setting,  the  concentration  was 
pretty  good. 


In  Act  Three  there  is  a gripping 
scene  in  which  the  hero  discovers 
his  bride  who  has  been  locked  in  a 
vault  for  a day.  The  room  was  silent, 
the  heroine  waiting  for  the  romantic 
rescue  act,  in  which  he  carries  her 
out  onto  the  stage. 

Into  the  vault  stepped  Sigmafa- 
sigma's  contribution  to  the  Footlight 
Club,  took  one  look  and  gave  with 
the  romantic  plea: 

"Help  me  John!  God  knows  I'll 
need  it!" 

CURTAIN  GOING  UP 

Audience — when  two  or  three  are 
gathered  together,  as  for  open- 
ing nights. 

Director — that  handsome  guide  in 
blue  uniform  stationed  at  the 
entrance  to  the  Perisphere. 

Flats — cops'  feet. 

Prompter  -he  is  more  than  you  if 
you're  late. 

Leading  Lady — came  in  third  at 
Bowie,  paid  $2.50  to  show.  Track 
fast. 

Line — that  which  Banks  Murray  has 
what  a. 

Boos — liquid  form  elates:  vocal  form 
deflates. 

Double  Door — entrance  to  the  Poultry 
Building. 

Stage  Poise — Coleman,  Howard,  Fil- 
gate,  Seidel,  and  all  de  rest  of 
'em  what  isn't  goils. 

Role — a baked  soft  or  hard  glob  of 
stuff,  such  as  turnover,  finger,  or 
tootsie. 

Props — synonym  for  maybe. 

Encore — seeds  and  stuff  inside  an 
apple. 

Wings — that  which  they  say  Phi 
Delts  are  men  with. 

Que — behind  the  Eight  Ball. 

* * * 

SWIPED 

"Will  you  please  give  me  a dime, 
sir?  I'm  deaf  and  dumb." 

"Deaf  and  dumb?" 

"Oh,  fudge!  It's  me  twin  brudder 
who  is  deaf  and  dumb,  and  we  look 
so  much  alike  that  I get  us  mixed  up." 
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HOMECOMING  HOMILIES 


When  President  Byrd  welcomes  the  old  grads  home  to 
the  U.  of  M.,  he  will  be  justified  in  strutting  just  a little, 
as  he  points  with  pride  to  all  the  improvements  on  the 
campus.  Not  only  the  many  new  buildings  and  the 
beautiful  landscaping,  but  also  the  enlarged  enrollment, 
and  the  new  professors,  most  of  whom  are  Ph.  D.'s,  and 
specialists  in  their  respective  lines.  In  fact,  as  we  under- 
graduates put  on  our  best  bib  and  tucker  to  impress  the 
grads,  we  wonder  just  what  they  expect  of  us,  and  why 
they  do  come  back.  With  this  in  mind,  we  took  a poll 
of  the  sentiments  of  prominent  grads,  and  here  it  is: 

Senator  Millard  Tydings,  on  his  eagle-water-marked 
United  States  Senate  stationery,  penned  us  this  little 
note  (except  that  his  secretary  types  it):  ''Home-coming 
each  year  at  the  University  becomes  an  event  of 
greater  significance  for  all  the  Alumni.  The  steady 
progress  of  the  school  in  all  lines  of  activity  impels  the 
old  grad  to  come  back  and  take  new  inspiration  from 
memories  of  the  past,  the  happy  present  of  the  U.  of  M., 
and  the  rosy  visions  of  its  future.” 

Flo  Small,  who  made  us  weep  with  "The  Royal 
Family,"  and  had  us  in  stitches  in  many  a comedy, 
penned  this  characteristic  sentiment  to  us  (only  she 
typed  hers,  too):  "Homecoming  means  to  me  what  it 
means  to  every  other  graduate — an  opportunity  to  visit 
the  old  haunts,  to  see  the  old  friends,  to  recapture  that 
feeling  of  "belonging,"  which  you  exchanged  for  a 
"sheepskin." 

Charlie  Weidinger  (just  a famous  name)  will  be  in  the 
stands  at  this  Homecoming  game,  although  he  says  that 
he  feels  almost  as  if  he  were  right  in  the  middle  of 
every  play,  and  wishes  he  were.  Mickey  may  have  to 
tie  him  to  keep  him  from  following  that  old  urge,  like 
the  army  horse  that  smelled  the  smoke  of  powder. 

Larry  Hoover,  ye  ed  of  the  Prince  George's  Post,  and 
publicity  man  for  the  dedication  of  the  new  County 
Service  Building  in  Hyattsville,  hopes  that  his  pals,  Leon 
Yourtee,  Arthur  Greenfield,  and  Jerry  Hardy  will  be 
able  to  get  back,  and  reminisce  about  their  undergrad 
sub-rosas.  He  particularly  wants  to  see  who  has  re- 
placed Senator  Morrill  in  Morrill  Hall.  Dolly  Eichlin, 
daughter  of  our  favorite  prof,  looks  forward  to  coming 
back  to  school  without  having  to  worry  about  day- 
dodging  to  an  8:20,  and  not  having  to  converse  sotto 
voce  with  Mr.  Fogg.  Fred  Bishopp,  Cadet  Colonel  of  the 
regiment  last  year,  will  enjoy  driving  over  the  campus, 
without  having  to  bother  about  whether  the  rookies 
turn  out  their  toes.  He  tells  us  that  he  especially  enjoyed 
working  with  Colonel  Patch,  Major  Westfall,  and  Major 
Jones.  One  of  Fred's  Captains,  Sydney  Stabler,  who 


by  Jeanette  Vaught 

was  President  of  the  Maryland  University  branch  of  the 
American  Society  of  Electrical  Engineers,  will  come 
back  to  see  how  much  better  the  school  is  than  it  used 
to  be,  and  how  much  prettier  the  girls  are.  Frank 
Stevenson,  favorite  orchestra  leader,  and  the  producer 
of  our  first  Varsity  Show,  feels  that  his  first  own  Home- 
coming should  be  interesting.  He's  been  going  to 
every  one  else's  Homecomings  since  he  was  a freshman. 
Karlton  Pierce,  an  Old  Line  staff-er  and  Scabbard  and 
Blader,  is  coming  back  to  see  how  many  of  the  fellows 
have  families  now,  to  see  pictures  of  their  little  ones, 
and  go  home  feeling  that  his  daughter  is  the  best  of 
them  all. 

Bill  Guckeyson,  greatest  of  Maryland  U.  football 
greats,  and  elected  Campus  King,  wishes  he  could  come 
down  from  West  Point  for  the  big  day.  He  says  he 
always  reads  the  writeups  of  M.U.  happenings  eagerly. 
Emanuel  (15c  beer)  Zalesak  states:  "I  sincerely  hope  that 
a great  many  of  our  graduates  will  return  for  Home- 
coming, and  will  drop  in  for  a few  beers  and  hamburgers 
at  the  Varsity  Grill."  Younger  brother,  Franny,  a brand 
new  graduate  this  summer,  states:  "I  sincerely  hope 
that  a great  many  of  our  graduates  will  return  for 
Homecoming,  and  will  drop  in  for  a few  beers  and 
hamburgers  at  the  Varsity  Grill." 


"Honestly,  the  things  I do  for  Acme  Films,  Incorporated" 
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"Don't  you  think  we're  concentrating  on  the  life  side 
too  much,  Mr.  McCaw?" 


Varsity  Swing 

by  Willis  Waldo 

At  the  beginning  of  the  twentieth  century  a promoter 
of  jazz  needed  no  more  education  than  a paper  boy. 
Indeed,  the  greatest  of  the  early  contributors  of  jazz, 
Irving  Berlin,  was  a news  boy  before  he  turned  to  writ- 
ing unforgettable  jazz  music.  It  was  a sweltering  eve- 
ning at  the  dawn  of  the  century,  the  early  dawn  when 
the  skirts  of  American  Womanhood  still  swept  the  dust 
of  the  city  streets,  that  Chuck  Conners  beat  it  out  on  the 
floor  of  Pelham  Cafe  in  Chinatown,  New  York  City,  and 
created  the  ever-popular  foxtrot.  Never  did  he  nor 
Irving  Berlin  imagine  that  "Alexander's  Ragtime  Band" 
would  excite  a "rugcutter"  to  go  into  a frenzy  to  its 
swung  version.  That  memorable  composition  inspired 
the  foxtrot. 

During  the  past  forty  years,  however,  original  jazz 
has  evolved  into  the  popular  art  of  swing.  An  exponent 
of  swing  today,  to  be  successful,  must  have  a college 
education  and  a good  head  for  business.  The  nation's 
leaders  in  swing  at  the  present  time  are  college  grad- 
uates who  started  their  bands  in  school.  Kay  Keyser, 
Hal  Kemp,  and  John  Scott  Trotter  all  are  graduates  of 
the  University  of  North  Carolina.  The  great  Kollege 
president  graduated  in  1927,  and  Herr  Kemp  in  1925. 
Fred  Waring  and  his  original  band  of  Pennsylvanians 
graduated  en  masse  in  the  class  of  '24  at  Penn  State. 


The  crooning  of  Rudy  Vallee  resounded  for  several 
years  in  the  traditional  halls  of  Yale  before  he  became 
nationally  known.  Soon  after  Rudy  left,  Artie  Shaw 
rented  a cap  and  gown  and  received  his  diploma  from 
Yale. 

The  road  to  fame  is  difficult  in  the  swing  band  field. 
Barnstorming  the  country  is  no  cinch  to  nation-wide 
popularity.  However,  perseverance  and  talent  will  win 
out  eventually,  and  a long  term  contract  is  utopia  for 
dance  orchestra  leaders. 

All  the  leading  universities  of  the  nation  are  repre- 
sented in  dance  band  circles.  Ozzie  Nelson  of  Rutgers, 
Buddy  Rodgers  of  Duke,  Horace  Heidt  of  the  University 
of  California,  Sammy  Kaye  of  the  University  of  Ohio  are 



Wilbert:  And  will  you  make  the  man  put  a lot  of  choco- 
late on  my  sundae? 

Grandpa:  Sure,  I'll  have  him  goo  the  limit  for  you. 

only  a few  of  the  swing  alumni  of  American  univer- 
sities. 

Is  the  University  of  Maryland  in  the  list  of  notable 
swing  orchestras?  A negative  answer  is  only  temporary. 
The  King  of  Swing  at  the  present  time,  Glen  Miller  of 
the  University  of  Colorado,  is  swinging  for  a fall.  A hit 
in  the  making!  Famous  swingsters  in  the  making  in 
your  classes!  You  will  brag  to  your  children  that  a 
member  of  the  great  "Sons  of  Old  Maryland"  dance 
band  led  by  the  one  and  only  "Duke"  Jacobs  was  in 
your  History  lecture  class  way  back  there  in  '39.  In- 
cidentally, it  was  suggested  that  these  advocators  of 
swing  be  named  the  "Diamondbacks."  We  are  glad  that 
they  did  not  accept  this  handle  because  we  know 
that  the  band  has  high  aims  and  plenty  of  talent. 

By  the  time  you  read  this  article  this  group  of  syn- 
copated humanity  will  be  on  the  eve  of  its  first  engage- 

— 

Office  Girl — Well,  what  do  you  want? 

Frosh  (trembling) — Is  the  bean  dizzy? 


ment  and  nation-wide  recognition  is  sure  to  result. 
The  band  as  a whole  is  new  but  the  members  are  old 
hands  at  this  groove  business.  Johnny  Seipel  gave  forth 
with  music  this  summer  on  the  Fitch  Band  Wagon,  play- 
ing with  the  Colonial  Club  of  Northwestern  University. 
Harry  Kiernan  and  Johnny  Hance  are  not  novices  at  the 
piano  and  tenor  sax,  respectively,  by  any  means,  and 
Sam  Hamacher  is  THE  man  to  beat  it  out  on  the  traps 
for  all  the  lads  and  lassies. 

"Duke"  Jacobs,  director  and  promoter  extraordinary 
and  super  trumpet  tooter,  is  determined  to  carry  his 
swingeroos  from  Maine  to  Florida,  College  Park  to  San 
Francisco  and  show  the  country,  yea,  the  world,  that 
the  University  of  Maryland  can  produce  whirl-wind 
swing  bands  as  well  as  engineers  and  chemists. 
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DILL Y DALI 

You've  all  heard  of  the  surrealist  movement  in  modern  art  and  literature. 
This  little  quiz  does  not  exemplify  either  one,  but  it  does  try  to  paint  a picture 
of  a few  campus  personalities  as  seen  by  another  student.  The  thing  works  just 
like  an  English  ly  matching  question.  You  merely  put  the  number  of  the  name 
found  in  the  first  column  before  the  description  in  the  second.  The  correct 
answers  are  written  after  the  descriptions,  so  keep  the  third  column  covered  up. 
There  is  no  time  limit  and  cribbing  is  optional. 

1 

2 

3 

1 . Alan  Fisher 

Gray  kitten  with  a tinkling  bell  around  her  neck  pads  softly 

into  the  practice  house  with  five  notebooks  and  a typewriter. 

11. 

2.  Bess  Paterson 

Liliom  studies  Esquire. 

6. 

3.  Tom  Coleman 

A whiff  of  Yardley's  Lavender  in  a rathskeller. 

15. 

4.  Judy  Greenwood 

Tousled  haired  little  lad  sneaks  down  in  Dr.  Dentons  and  takes 

a first  peek  at  the  tree  on  Christmas  Eve. 

9. 

5.  Jim  Kehoe 

Brunette  sphinx  does  a buck  and  wing. 

4- 

6.  Newton  Cox 

Thunder  cloud  with  a silver  lining,  Launcelot  in  white  tie  and 

tails. 

13. 

7.  Helen  Groves 

Billy  Sunday  standing  midst  pure  fraternity  brothers  on  broken 

glass. 

12. 

8.  Jerry  Prentice 

Shelley's  Skylark  says  that  she  just  loves  everybody  and 

everything  and  means  it. 

14. 

9.  Frank  Davis 

Baritone  baby  octopus  with  a hangover. 

1. 

1 0.  Bob  Brown 

Eagle  in  a high  wind,  Big  Brother  Pagliacci. 

5. 

1 1 . Mary  Lee  Ross 

Gutzom  Borglum  creates  a Boy  Scout. 

3. 

12.  Bill  Me  Manus 

- 

Zlotnick's  bear  slaps  a pretty  girl  on  the  back  while  meander- 

ing  through  the  basement  of  the  library. 

10. 

1 3.  George  Lawrence 

Blue  eyed  Statue  of  Liberty. 

2. 

1 4.  Betty  Hottel 

Moonrise  at  harvest  time  in  Cumberland. 

7. 

15.  Mary  Ellen  Pyle 

Whittier's  ''Barefoot  Boy"  in  saddle  shoes. 

8. 

Eight 
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"Never  Touch 
Another  Drop" 

A Confession  Session  with  one  who 
has  not  pledged. 

On  awakening  on  Sunday  morning 
after  a fast  and  furious  trip  with  Bac- 
chus, which  lead  from  the  supreme 
heights  of  alcoholic  fantasy  to  the 
complete  and  overwhelming  depths 
of  oblivion,  I swore  once  more,  "I'll 
never  touch  another  drop.” 

On  considering  this  at  length  I real- 
ized the  foolishness  of  my  vow  as 
does  everyone  else  who  makes  it.  It 
would  be  impossible  to  allow  a few 
foolish  words  to  make  me  give  up 
those  rare  flights  into  another  world, 
a world  friendly  and  cheerful  where 
everyone  is  a wonderful  friend  and 
laughs  uproariously  at  your  quips. 

Why  do  we  drink?  We  fill  our- 
selves with  horrible  alcholic  mixtures 
made  of  cheap  gin  and  whiskey  all 
for  the  sake  of  forgetting  (??)  our 
cares  and  woes.  Is  it  worth  it?  I think 
it  is. 

When  sober  I am  a dull  person 
with  no  wit  or  originality,  but  after  a 
few  drinks  my  mind  becomes  filled 
with  wonderful  ideas  and  my  friends 
are  the  salt  of  the  earth.  I like  to  be 
that  way,  and  why  not?  To  me  the 
prize  is  worth  the  price. 

All  of  you  who,  like  myself,  feel 
that  urge  to  leave  this  frenzied  world 
for  a few  hours  and  become  part  of 
my  world,  know  that  the  next  morn- 
ing is  devastating  to  see.  The 
"screaming  squeams"  and  the  "little 
men  in  green  suits”  are  all  familiar 
to  you.  It  seems  unfortunate  to  many 
that  Saturday,  Sunday  and  Monday 
mornings  should  bring  so  much  woe 
due  to  over-stimulation,  but  that  is  in- 
evitable. After  all,  they  don't  last  for- 
ever. 

Maybe  the  reformers  are  right  and 
we  are  going  to  the  dogs.  So  we'll 
all  join  hands  and  vow  then  that 
"we'll  never  touch  another  drop." 

But  then  Friday  night,  there  my 
friends  and  I will  be,  in  our  little 
world,  proposing  toasts  and  laughing 
at  each  other's  jokes. 


WESTYLE 

CLOTHES  FOR 
THE  COLLEGE  MAN 

$30 

SUITS  & TOPCOATS 


Wearful  woolens,  styled  in  the 
manner  preferred  by  college 
men,  tailored  to  perfection ! 


DOBBS  HATS 

Sidney  West,  Inc. 

14th  & G Washington,  D.  C. 

Eugene  C.  Gott,  President 


• After  ihat  big  Home- 
coming game,  stop  in 
and  meet  your  pals  at 

Albrecht's 

where  you  can  get  a 
snack,  a lunch  or  din- 
ner. Fine  food  at  pop- 
ular prices. 


Berwyn  580 

Greenwood  3838 

• 
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It's  funny  how  one  little  thing 
can  bring  back  a flood  of  mem- 
ories and  make  you  feel  as  if 
you're  living  over  again  a cer- 
tain night,  or  maybe  just  an 
hour  that  was  spent  with  some- 
one. I had  almost  forgotten  the 
Trail  Club  picnic  until  the  other 
day  when  I found  that  crumpled 
little  handkerchief  tucked  in  the  pocket  of  the  blazer  1 
wore  that  evening.  There  was  a faint,  smokey  odor 
about  it.  For  a moment  I wondered  what  it  could  be, 
and  then  suddenly  the  whole  scene  flashed  before  me 
as  clearly  as  if  it  were  happening  all  over  again. 

I could  see  us  all  seated  around  the  blazing  woodfire, 
a little  worn  out  from  all  the  food  we  had  eaten.  There 
was  a quiet,  rather  attractive  boy  sitting  next  to  me, 
and  in  the  few  words  we  exchanged  now  and  then,  I 
found  he  was  a senior  transfer.  We  had  just  started  to 
sing  some  songs  with  the  group  when  the  wind 
changed,  blowing  the  smoke  in  our  direction,  and  in 
spite  of  my  vigorous  effort  to  fan  it  away  with  my  hand- 
kerchief, it  still  persisted. 

"This  is  getting  pretty  bad,  isn't  it?"  he  said,  rising. 
"How  about  trying  some  fresh  air  for  a change?" 

"Sounds  good  to  me,"  I was  glad  of  an  opportunity 
to  get  away  for  a moment. 

"Let's  go  down  to  the  stream  that  runs  along  back 
here.  Come  on,  it  isn't  far." 

As  I look  back  on  it  now,  it  seems  strange  that  I 
felt  so  sure  and  confident  of  this  boy  who  was  practi- 
cally a stranger  to  me.  But  he  seemed  different,  in  a 
way,  from  all  the  rest  there  that  night.  It  all  felt  right, 
somehow.  When  we  got  to  the  stream,  we  just  stood 
quietly  listening  to  the  water  as  it  rushed  over  a dam 
of  fallen  leaves.  Finally  he  said  something  about  music 
and  nature  and  beauty,  and  before  long  we  were  seated 
on  the  bank  talking  quietly  of  the  lovely,  deep  things 
that  you  can't  talk  to  many  people  about.  We  both  just 
opened  up  to  each  other  as  if  we  had  gone  together 
for  years. 

It  seemed  to  us  that  we  had  only  been  gone  a few 
minutes  when  we  heard  one  of  the  crowd  calling  for  us 
to  come  back,  they  were  leaving. 

"Well,  I guess  we  have  to,"  he  said,  with  a note 
of  regret  in  his  voice.  "But  before  we  go  back,  just  let 
me  tell  you  that  I've  never  been  able  to  talk  to  a girl 
like  this  before.  Let's  come  back  again  to  this  spot 
sometime,  will  you?" 

"I'd  love  it,"  I smiled.  And  we  turned  back  to  join 
the  group. 

I had  promised  Helen  I would  ride  home  with  her, 
so  we  said  goodbye  at  the  car.  "Don't  forget  what  we 
promised,"  he  whispered  as  I got  into  the  coupe. 


l/'fi  in 

SmoJze. 


Well,  I didn't  forget,  but  the  following  week  was  one 
of  those  hectic,  busy  ones,  what  with  the  deadline 
coming  up,  and  a couple  of  quizzes,  and  so  I did  not 
have  too  much  time  to  think  of  our  lovely  hour.  I only 
saw  him  once  on  campus  in  the  next  five  or  six  days. 
That  time  I was  on  my  way  to  an  English  quiz,  and  was 
five  minutes  late  already.  We  smiled  at  each  other  and 
said  a brief  hello  as  we  passed  on  the  hill. 

Somehow  the  days  went  on,  and  the  whole  incident 
pushed  itself  further  from  my  mind.  Until  that  morning 
I found  the  handkerchief.  That  haunting  odor  of  wood- 
smoke  brought  back  the  whole  evening  so  forcefully 
that  I felt  I simply  must  see  the  boy  soon.  "He  proba- 
bly thinks  I deliberately  snubbed  him  that  morning  on 
the  hill,"  I made  myself  believe.  "That's  the  reason  I 
haven't  heard  from  him." 

I decided  to  go  over  to  the  library  and  just  hope  that 
he  would  come  in  so  that  I could  explain.  It  does  sound 
foolish  now,  but  I even  took  the  handkerchief  with 
me,  just  to  remind  us  of  all  we  had  said.  I waited  about 
two  hours,  watching  everyone  enter  and  leave,  praying 
he  would  come.  Then  finally,  he  did  come  to  the 
entrance,  stood  a minute  looking  around,  and  turned 
down  toward  where  I was  sitting.  "He  has  seen  me, 
and  now  we  can  get  back  to  where  we  were  that  night." 

When  he  got  just  opposite  where  I was  sitting,  he 
looked  up  and  said,  almost  absent-mindedly,  "Hello, 
there." 

I felt  so  sure  he  would  sit  next  to  me  that  I could 
hardly  realize  that  he  was  walking  past.  "I've  got  to 
say  something  more  to  him,"  I thought  quickly. 

"Been  to  any  more  picnics  lately?"  I asked. 

"Picnic? — no,  why?"  He  stopped  for  a minute  beside 
my  chair . 

"I  was  just  thinking  of  the  one  we  went  on,  when  we 
had  such  a good  time." 

"Oh,  yes,  that  was  good,  wasn't  it?  Well,  I'll  be  seeing 
you,"  and  he  went  to  a table  further  back  and  sat  down. 

I sat  for  a while  staring  at  the  empty  chair  beside  me, 
wishing  there  never  had  been  a picnic.  I felt  all  em- 
barrassed and  hurt  inside. 

After  a while  Helen  came  up  and  sat  across  from  me. 
"There's  that  boy  back  there  that  was  at  the  Trail  Club 
picnic.  See  him?"  she  asked. 

"I  saw  him  as  he  came  in." 

She  went  on,  "Betsy  had  a date  with  him  the  other 
night,  and  he  took  her  out  in 
Rock  Creek  Park  and  handed 
her  the  good  old  line  about  ser- 
mons in  stones,  books  in  run- 
ning brooks  and  stuff.  Said  he'd 
never  talked  like  that  to  a girl 
before,  and  all  that  slush.  Gosh, 
it's  a scream  to  hear  her  tell  it." 

Continued  on  pas^ 
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French  Story 

an  epic 
by 

LE  SEME  GAI 


Pierre  Antoine  Le  Measle  slank  up  the  stairway  and 
entered  the  garret  room.  He  crossed  quickly  to  the 
dust-covered  windows  and  looked  nervously  out. 

There  was  a man  in  the  room  already.  "You  have 
come  at  last,"  the  man  said. 

Pierre  nodded.  "Oui,  Gaston." 

"You  were  not  followed?" 

"Mais  certainment,  non." 

"That  is  well.  You  are  ready?" 

"Pomme  de  terre,  that  I,  Pierre  Antoine  Le  Measle 
should  have  to  do  such  a thing."  He  twirled  the  pointed 
ends  of  his  waxed  moustache  in  righteous  indignation. 

"Liberte,  Egalite,  Fraternite,"  said  Gaston. 

Pierre  nodded.  "It  must  be  done?  It  is  the  only  way?" 

"It  is  the  only  way." 

Pierre  shrugged.  "Liberte,  Egalite,  Fraternite.  That 
is  the — the  oh  so  horrible — instrument?"  With  Latin 
fervor  he  seized  the  black  box  from  the  table.  He 
regarded  it  with  blazing  eyes  and  muttered  vehemently 
for  five  minutes. 

"I  am  ready — if  there  is  no  other  way.  But  if  my 
grandmama  in  Marseilles  should  ever  know  of  the 
atrocity  I am  about  to  commit — " 

"Liberte,  Egalite,  Fraternite,"  Gaston  said  with  simple 
finality. 

"Certainment,  that  is  right,"  said  Pierre.  "Guard  the 
door  with  your  life."  Then  he  walked  into  the  bathroom, 
carefully  opened  the  little  black  box  and  more  carefully 
still  he  shaved  off  his  pointed,  carefully-waxed 
moustache. 
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Fizz — type  of  hat  worn  by  Asiatics. 

Bar — large  hairy  animal. 

Swizzle — type  of  chair. 

Absinthe — cutting  class. 

Gin — physical  education. 

Whiskey — a facial  growth. 

Drunk — the  main  part  of  a tree. 

Goblet — a young  sailor. 

Stein — a mark  left  by  a glass  on  the  table. 
Hennessey — the  state  where  Memphis  is  located. 
Mix — Irishmen. 

Bottle — a combat. 

Tokay — affirmative  expression,  as  "tokay  with  me." 
Rum — singular  of  what  a house  is  divided  into. 

Rye — extremely  sour  taste. 

Sherry — what  Washington  chopped  down. 

Kummel — large  animal  with  humps. 

Set-ups — morning  exercises. 

Bacardi — rear  part  of  yard  on  which  house  is  built. 


NICE  HAUL 

A man  in  the  insane  asylum  sat  fishing  over  a flower 
bed.  A visiting  marine  approached  and  wishing  to  be 
jolly,  remarked,  "How  many  have  you  caught?" 
"You're  the  ninth,”  was  the  reply. 
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Saving  ©if  Cynthia  IMmplafeeiry 
arses  on  Scotehbottle,  :Yh  2 Cad 

Being  a Chronicle  and  A Melerdramer  of  the  Good  Ole  Daze 
By  Barrimore  X.  Depew 


DRAMATIS  PERSONAE 

Prof.  Boris  Scotchbottle  (hiss  hiss, 

you  cur) 

Miss  Cynthia  Dimpleberry  (she's 

more  to  be  pitied  than  censured) 

Algernon  (look  out  men!) 

SCENE  I.  Class  room — most  any 
class  room  will  do. 

SCOTCHBOTTLE  (fiendishly).  Heh! 

Heh!  Heh!  Well,  Miss  Dimple- 
berry? 

CYNTHIA  (with  maidenly  virtue). 

No!  No!  A thousand  times  if 
need  be — no. 

SCOTCHB.  Reflect  well  ere  you 
refuse  me,  Miss  Dimpleberry. 

For  if  you  do,  I shall  be  forced  to 
enter  your  grade  as  unsatisfac- 
tory at  the  end  of  the  term. 

CYN.  Not  that!  You  fiend,  sir! 

SCOTCHB.  Aha!  So  you  realize 
that  unless  you  pass  this  course 
you  will  become  a five  year 
woman. 

CYN.  Alas!  Alas! 

SCOTCHB.  (with  ill-concealed  tri- 
umph). You  are  in  my  power. 

You  know  now  that  I.  Prof.  Boris  Scotchbottle,  B.O., 
am  not  to  be  trifled  with.  Refuse  me,  Miss  Dimple- 
berry— refuse  me  and  you  flunk  Laboratory  in  Ad- 
vanced Hemstitching  213  f (not  given  in  the  gay 
nineties).  Ha  ha!  And  ho  ho! 

CYN.  But  I was  Miss  Bustle-ruffle  and  all-high  hem- 
stitcher  of  Prince  George's  County. 

SCOTCHB.  Gadzooks!  Fair  lass,  you  forget  that  I am 
sole  instructor  in  Laboratory  in  Advanced  Hemstitch- 
ing 213  f.  And  if  you  uh — to  use  a vulgarism— fail, 
no  one  will  ever  know  why.  Zut!  I have  planned  well! 

CYN.  Sir,  you  are  a heartless  cur.  What  of  my  poor 
father?  I must  graduate  so  that  I may  face  the  cold, 
cruel  world  for  his  sake.  Alas,  poor  father  says  the 
doctor  told  him  he  would  soon  perish  without  his 
fifth  of  distilled  spirits  daily.  Have  compassion,  I 
implore  you. 

SCOTCHB.  Tsk  tsk.  You  have  only  to  say  "yes"  Miss 
Dimpleberry — Cynthia — - 

CYN.  You  cad!  I blush  to  hear  you  address  me  in  such 
familiar  fashion.  Woe  is  me.  I am  hopelessly  en- 
meshed in  your  clutches.  Yet  I shall  die  a thousand 
times  ere  I say  yes. 

SCOTCHB.  Ha  ha!  Fair  Cynthia,  be  not  too  hasty.  I 
will  have  my  answer  tomorrow.  Now  I go  to  the 
Grille  to  celebrate  prematurely  with  a double  root 
beer  float. 


CYN.  (with  high  scorn).  Drink  your 
way  to  ruin— tread  the  path  of 
perdition,  but  spare  my  honor! 
SCOTCHB.  Heh  heh  heh!  Good 
day,  Cynthia,  fair  one. 

(Exit  Scotchb.  with  a twirl  of 
the  moustache  while  gaily  whis- 
tling selections  from  "The  Flora- 
dora  Sex  Tett.") 

CYN.  Alas!  Woe!  Oh  irony!  Oh 
shame!  (Sob)  Oh!  (Several  sobs) 
(Enter  checked  suit,  bow  tie, 
plaid  spats — an  Algernon.) 
ALGERNON.  Cynthia!  Fair  corn- 
flower of  Hyattsville  Heights! 
CYN.  Algernon,  my  hero.  My 
strong,  handsome  physical  cul- 
ture major. 

ALG.  Zounds,  maiden!  There  is 
condensation  upon  thy  lashes, 
a definite  precipitation — moist- 
ure on  yon  fair  cheeks.  It  is 
perchance  raining? 

CYN.  'Tis  that  fiend,  Prof.  Scotch- 
bottle again.  He  has  threatened 
to  fail  me. 

ALG.  Gad!  I shall  pummel  him 
severely  and  soundly  box  his  ears  at  his  earliest  con- 
venience. Fear  not,  I shall  save  you  from  him. 

CYN.  Then  my  honor  will  be  unmarred!  I shall  not 
have  to  go  with  him  to  the  Cornhuskers'  Ball. 

ALG.  The  gay  dog!  He  would  have  you  dance  to  the 
daring  music  of  Zeke  Smith  and  his  Eastern  Shore 
Seven  (direct  from  their  sensational  engagement  at 
Berwyn's  Ragtime  Rappaport's  Golden  Casino,  tables 
for  ladies)  8:00  to  9:30  in  the  Gym-Armory,  would  he? 
Odsbodikins,  he  shall  be  foiled. 

CYN.  I believe  he  has  become  permanently  insane. 
He  speaks  of  traveling  15  miles  an  hour  in  a horseless 
carriage.  But  1 must  give  my  answer- — yea  or  nay — 
tomorrow. 

ALG.  I shall  be  here  to  apprehend  him.  He  has  dulled 
his  senses  with  constant  drink.  Double  root  beer  floats 
will  do  good  to  no  man!  Fifteen  miles  per  hour  indeed. 
Faugh,  with  my  new  departure  coaster  brake  my 
bicycle  can  beat  his  contraption  I dare  say.  But 
I must  go  now  to  the  Gym  for  bean  bag  practice. 
Farewell  and  fear  not,  Cynthia,  fair  stamen  and  pistil 
of  Prince  George's  County. 

SCENE  n.  The  same. 

SCOTCHB.  Well,  Cynthia,  rose  of  the  Western  Hemi- 
sphere's First  Agricultural  College,  I await  your 
answer. 


Continued  on  page  22 
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For  weeks  there  had  been  a certain  unaccountable  gleam  in  Wally 
Kerwin's  eye  as  he  went  merrily  around  the  Old  Line  office  drawing 
his  football  players,  Robin  Hoods,  and  typical  Kerwin  models.  Then 
suddenly  one  day  the  gleam  was  accounted  for  as  he  proudly  pro- 
duced his  oomphish  drawing  of  the  very  oomphish  young  star,  Ann 
Sheridan.  Kerwin  informed  the  staff  that  Miss  Sheridan  was  on  her 
way  to  Washington,  and  that  he  would  soon  be  on  his  way  to  Miss 
Sheridan  with  several  copies  of  the  picture  for  her  to  autograph. 

So  one  Tuesday  morning  Wally  carefully  brushed  his  golden  locks 
and  hied  himself  to  the  Earle  Theater  where  Hollywood's  Glamour 
Girl  was  giving  a personal  appearance.  Bill  Ingraham,  the  staff 
photographer,  his  raven  locks  also  carefully  brushed,  went  along, 
armed  with  his  camera  for  obvious  reasons. 

After  explaining  their  mission  to  the  manager  of  the  Earle,  the  boys 
were  ceremoniously  ushered  into  a waiting  room  where  Miss  Sheridan 
met  them.  Ann's  oomph  must  have  been  turned  on  full  force  along 
with  a graciousness  and  understanding  that  the  two  Old  Liners  are 
still  raving  about.  Or,  as  Wally  so  aptly  put  it,  "Gee,  you  know,  you 
felt  just  like  you  do  when  you  go  into  a church.'' 

After  talking  with  the  boys  a while,  she  autographed  one  of  the 
pictures.  Of  course  Ingraham  caught  her  in  the  act.  (See  cut.)  When 
she  discovered  that  Wally  had  drawn  them,  however,  she  was  greatly 
impressed  and  asked  if  she  could  have  one.  What  could  the  boy  do  but 
loosen  up  and  give  it  to  her — carefully  signed  "From  Wally  to  Ann.'' 

lust  then  the  beautiful  scene  was  interrupted  by  the  entrance  of  a 
Red  Cross  nurse  who  had  come  to  enroll  Miss  Sheridan  in  the  Organi- 
zation. The  photographer  engaged  to  take  the  picture  of  her  paying  the 
dollar,  failed  to  appear,  and  so  Old  Line's  ever-ready  Ingraham  came 
to  the  rescue  and  snapped  the  picture  for  them.  What  a gallant  staff! 

Naturally  Ann  Sheridan's  time  was  limited,  but  she  surely  gave  of  it  freely  to  the  two  boys,  even  letting  them  escort 
her  to  her  car  after  the  interview  was  over.  And  as  the  final  climax,  she  asked  them  to  send  her  the  magazine  when 
it  came  out.  And  so,  one  carefully  wrapped  issue  of  the  November  Old  Line  is  now  on  its  way  to  Hollywood  where 
she  is  making  another  picture  . . . Best  of  luck,  Ann  Sheridan,  and  thanks  for  being  so  swell! 


THE  OLD  LINE 


Thirteen 


Fourteen 


THE  OLD  LINE 


The  Bustle  of 

Homecoming  means  return  of  old 
grads,  but  to  me  it  means  return  of 
old  gabs. 

I stayed  home  from  the  Florida  pig- 
skin booting  for  the  sole  purpose  of 
catching  up  on  my  Interior  Dec.,  but 
was  constantly  interrupted  by  alumni 
wearers  of  our  Stars  and  Key  pin. 
Our  room  is  opposite  the  stairs  so 
everyone  trips  in. 

"We  wore  hoops  to  dances"  con- 
tributed one  fortyish  grad,  and  we 
swirled  our  hair  up  on  top  in  tiny 
ringlets." 

"That's  nothing,  I wore  a bustle," 
piped  up  a small  alumnae  slouching 
toward  the  derriere  in  one  of  those 
natural  angles. 

Just  as  those  two  old  girls  left, 
another  fraternal  friend  breezed  in 
giving  me  the  sorority  grip — and 
when  I say  grip,  I don't  mean  custard 
handshake. 

"Styles  have  certainly  changed," 
she  remarked,  "We  had  plenty  of 
knee  action  in  our  day — our  skirts 
were  almost  above  our  knees.” 

"You  probably  wore  baby  blue  hair 
ribbons"— tact  has  never  been  my 
forte — "and  sweaters  drooping  over 
your  hips."  I'd  howled  at  pictures  of 
those  sloppy  styles.  I ushered  her 
into  Peggy's  room,  returning  to  find  a 
violin-shaped  figure  strutting  in. 

"Don't  tell  me,"  I sputtered  vi- 
ciously, "I  know  you  are  of  the  good 
old  days  when  woman's  motto  was 
'you  breathe  in,  I'll  do  the  rest'." 

"I  did  have  a wasp  waist  when  1 
was  an  Old  Liner,"  she  smiled 
sweetly,  "We  blossomed  in  lovely 
lingerie  blouses  with  long  sleeves. 
Our  coiffure  was  so  delightfully 
simple — a hair  ribbon  drawing  all 
the  hair  together  at  the  nape  of  the 
neck." 


Homecoming 

"How  S.S.  and  G. — -lace  cuffs  and 
petticoats  too,  probably,"  I sympa- 
thized. 

"And  leg-o-mutton  sleeves,"  added 
my  hourglass  friend. 

"I  try  to  study  Interior  Dec.  all 
afternoon  and  what  happens?"  I 
complained  to  my  bunkie  when  I'd 
finally  scooted  the  last  of  the  old 
grads  out  of  the  room — "I  get  a 
preview  of  styles  since  the  Gay 
Nineties." 

At  the  gym  dance  that  night,  I saw 
all  of  my  alumn  friends  standing 
under  the  same  class  flag,  so  I 
dragged  Scotty,  my  date,  out  from 
under  soph  flag,  class  of  1959,  to 
talk  to  them. 

There  were  my  hoops,  bustling, 
knee-action,  and  waspwaist  chums. 

"Surely  you  aren't  all  in  the  same 
class?"  I parried  (I  inherit  my  idle 
curiosity  from  Granddad  who  was  a 
Diamondback  reporter). 

"Oh  yes,"  they  answered,  "We're 
all  of  the  class  of  1940 — nineteen 
years  ago." 

— D.  W. 


MEXICO  REMOVES  RADIOS  FROM 
3 GERMAN  SHIPS 

Vera  Cruz,  Mexico,  Sept.  30 — Wire- 
less apparatus  on  three  German  ships 
here  has  been  dismantled  by  the 
government,  which  said  it  received 
reports  the  vessels  were  communi- 
cating with  Berlin. 

One  of  the  ships  was  the  passenger 
liner  Columbus.  Officials  said  they 
searched  the  vessels  for  hidden  radio 
sets,  but  found  none. 

A string  trio  composed  of  Mrs. 
Dorothy  Goodrich  Reed,  Violinist;  Mr. 
Donald  Reed,  'cellist,  and  Miss  Eliza- 
beth Ziegler,  pianist,  played  two 
numbers. 

— Washington  Star 

You  should  worry,  you  three. 


FLYPAPER? 

"Can  I stick  this  wallpaper  on  my- 
self?" 

"Yes,  madam,  but  it  will  look  better 
on  the  wall." 

★ ★ * 

"Got  something  in  your  eye?" 

"No,  I'm  just  trying  to  look  through 
my  thumb." 


"Gunga  Din!" 
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PICKING  A WINNER 

Some  nasty  truths — picked  up  at  the  track 


Have  you  a ten  buck  bill  that 
needs  tripling?  And  do  you  thrill  at 
the  pounding  of  plated  hooves  on 
good  old  Maryland  dirt?  D'ya  like 
cold  hot  dogs  and  warm  cold  drinks? 
Then  we  give  you  Laurel,  Bowie, 
Pimlico,  Havre  de  Grace,  Marlboro, 
Bel  Air  and  Timonium.  They  are 
your  dish. 

But  lest  you  rush  into  the  sport 
blindly,  THE  OLD  LINE'S  Committee 
on  Impossible  Collections  and  Pain- 
less Bankruptcy  can  outline  for  you 
several  systems  of  betting  the  ponies, 
which  ought  to  work  for  you  about 
as  well  as  they  have  for  them.  And 
so,  the  Committee  reports: 

No.  1.  The  "Got  it  straight  from  the 
trainer." 

For  moguls  and  the  politically  well 
connected. 

Now,  in  this  one  you  must  know 
intimately,  a dependable  inside  man. 
Such  as  the  husband  of  the  girl 
whose  brother  sold  your  best  friend 
a carved  wood  novelty  footscraper 
last  spring.  You  look  up  old  Harry 
as  soon  as  you  arrive  at  the  track. 
Go  over  to  him  and  say  in  an  off- 
hand manner,  ''Harry,  they  tell  me 
Hankie's  Hem  will  win  in  a walk  in 
the  third  today."  Then  he'll  turn  and 
say  to  you,  "The  name  is  Hankie's 
Pank,  he  was  entered  in  the  second 
today,  he  couldn't  win  in  a Ford  V8, 
they  scratched  him  because  of  a 
sleeping  foot,  and  don't  call  me 
Harry."  Whereupon  he'll  pick  up  his 
bucket  and  walk  off.  Bad  sign.  You 
might  turn  to 

No.  2.  The  "Lissen,  Pal,  don't  tell 
no  one  but  ..." 

For  ex  Rossburg  presidents  and 
Harvey  Casbarian. 

Here  you  merely  pay  your  admis- 
sion (or  skin  under  the  fence  on  the 
far  side  of  the  track  and  hitch  a ride 


on  the  water  wagon)  then  saunter 
carelessly  out  towards  the  rail  before 
the  stands.  If  nothing  happens,  flash 
a fin  around  and  watch  for  the  familiar 
buttonhole  trigger  grip.  The  little 
man  will  look  cautiously  around, 
then  whisper,  "Say,  Bud,  I got  a hot 
one  here  wid  me"  just  like  in  the 
movies.  "What's  that?"  you'll  ask, 
pencil  and  program  ready,  all  atten- 
tion. "Dis  genuine  gold  plate  Elgin, 
woit  fifty  to  me,  and  yours  for  two 
sevny  foiv."  Nothing  yet.  Try 

No.  3.  The  "I  have  a friend  with  a 
dog  named  Gus." 

For  crystal  gazers  and  Mary  Hen- 
derson. 

You'll  need  ten  cents  for  a program 
on  this  one,  unless  you  can  find  a 
little  old  lady  shorter  than  you  who 
doesn't  object  to  your  looking  over 
her  shoulder  the  whole  afternoon. 
The  entrees  must  be  carefully  studied 
for  a significant  hunch.  Find  a horse 
with  a handicap  equal  to  twice  your 
weight  or  one  half  your  telephone 
number.  Or  suppose  there  is  one 
named  Spinach  Green.  You  have  a 
roommate  from  Greenbelt  who  won't 
touch  the  healthful  weed.  How  can 
you  lose?  Be  careful  not  to  miss  a 
better  hunch  though,  look  through 
the  list  again.  Suddenly  you  see  it. 
Your  middle  initial  is  "B,"  and  this 
is  a sure  winner  for  you.  You  tear 
down  to  the  window  muttering  the 
lucky  name  over  and  over.  You  push 
your  way  up  in  the  line  and  snap 
the  magic  potion  along  with  your 
two  to  the  bookie.  He  looks  at  you 
with  sympathy.  "B  denotes  Blinkers 
is  not  running  in  the  fifth,  my  good 
man."  Ho  hum,  nice  try. 

No.  4.  The  "Blue  is  my  favorite 
color." 

For  fashion  conscious  coeds  and 
Newton  Cox. 


The  last  system  you  might  make  a 
stab  at  is  purely  a sartorial  affair.  The 
whole  thing  hinges  on  the  shirts  worn 
by  the  jockey  or,  as  we  of  the  feelthy 
paddock  would  say,  colors.  Suppose 
you  are  wearing  an  orange  tie.  Lord 
knows  why  you'd  want  to  do  that,  but 
suppose  you  are  anyway.  You  stare 
at  the  tie  for  several  minutes,  then 
look  at  a blank  sheet  of  white  paper, 
such  as  your  total  winnings  thus  far. 
The  key  color  will  appear  as  if  by 
magic  on  the  paper  and  all  you  must 
do  is  to  find  the  jockey  with  the  blue 
shirt. 

The  trouble  with  this  system  is 
that  in  the  first  place  it  isn't  any  sys- 
tem, because  anyone  with  half  a home 
ec  education  is  going  to  know  the 
color  before  it  happens.  In  the  second 
place,  people  using  the  No.  4 some- 
times stare  at  the  orange  tie  for  hours, 
as  if  morbidly  fascinated  by  the  thing 
and  are  liable  to  remain  in  the  stands 
long  after  every  one  else  is  on  his 
third  crab  cake  at  the  Laurel  Hotel. 
Such  a study  might  cause  the  wearer 
to  reflect  on  why  his  Aunt  Mimi  ever 
bought  the  tie  in  the  first  place,  specu- 
late on  what  he  could  have  ex- 
changed it  for  if  he  had  gone  back 
within  five  days  of  the  original  pur- 
chase, and  become  a complete  in- 
trovert kicking  himself  around  for 
something  he  might  have  done  two 
Christmases  ago. 

So  you  see  you  can't  win.  Which 
is  precisely  what  the  committee  con- 
cluded as  they  stood  at  attention  and 
chanted  in  a deadly  earnest  mono- 
tone: 

"People  with  shirts  and  with  smiles 
on  their  faces 

Have  never  placed  bets  at  the  Mary- 
land races." 
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"—PARTING  IS  SUCH  SWEET  SORROW 


by  Patsy  Royster 


Among  the  many  problems  which  harass  the  fresh- 
man upon  entering  into  college  life  none  is  so  neglected 
as  the  problem  of  saying  good-night  correctly.  Scads 
and  scads  of  advice  has  been  thrust  down  the  throats 
of  these  poor  students  ever  since  they  graduated  from 
high  school,  but  not  one  single  word  has  been  said 
about  the  technique  of  farewelling. 

Thus  far  the  student  has  been  able  to  cope  with  the 
situation  adequately,  but  the  added  element  of  an 
audience  tends  to  disrupt  the  usual  finesse  in  such 
matters.  In  the  past  the  freshman  has  only  had  to 
play  to  a few  agitated  parents  or  snooping  kid  brothers 
who  certainly  do  not  have  the  technical  background 
to  act  as  a bona  fide  critical  audience.  At  college 
whether  it  be  at  a dormitory  or  sorority  house  a couple 
always  runs  into  competition  during  those  critical 
seconds  before  twelve  forty-five.  To  overcome  the 
possibility  of  the  student's  being  handicapped  by  stage- 
fright  at  such  a time  the  university  has  made  freshman 
speech  a required  course.  However,  until  this  course 
is  completed  the  freshman  is  in  a helluva  fix. 

Therefore,  it  was  deemed  advisable  to  present  at  this 
crucial  moment  some  timely  and  kindly  hints  in  the 
gentle  art  of  winding  up  a date  in  order  to  guard  this 
year's  freshmen  against  the  pitfalls  which  beset  them 
at  the  end  of  every  evening's  fun.  Some  students  will 
no  doubt  prefer  taking  advantage  of  the  various  cor- 
respondence courses  offered  in  this  line,  but  for  those 
who  do  not  have  the  two  bits  for  each  of  the  ten  easy 
lessons  they  can  use  this  to  whatever  advantage  they 
see  fit.  (For  those  bull-headed  creatures  who  disregard 
this  advice  in  favor  of  the  trial  and  error  method — may 
heaven  protect  the  poor  co-ed!) 

The  first  step  in  the  development  of  this  technique 
is  observation.  It  is  advisable  for  a co-ed  to  room  within 
ear-shot  of  the  front  door  so  that  by  merely  leaving  the 
window  open  she  may  easily  overhear  adieus  from 
expert  five  year  men,  naive  freshmen,  or  lowliest  of 
all — boys  from  home.  Classes  in  observation  are  not  as 
easily  accessible  to  boys  as  to  girls,  but  a really  re- 
sourceful student  will  be  quick  to  realize  that  the 
General  Service  has  ever  so  thoughtfully  planted 
abundant  shrubbery  around  the  entrances  to  all  the 
dorms.  Need  anything  more  be  said? 

Several  nights  of  auditorial  and  visual  observation 
should  satisfactorily  prepare  the  student  for  the  second 
step — experimentation.  Every  student  exposed  to  chem- 
istry Iy  ought  to  know  that  there  are  five  steps  used  in 
every  scientific  experiment  and  strangely  enough  these 
rules  apply  to  experiments  in  this  departing  business  as 
well.  The  boys  naturally  assume  that  they  have  the 
upper  hand  in  this  matter  of  dating  and  the  girls  subtly 
let  them  continue  in  this  blissful  state.  At  any  rate  a girl 
must  be  sufficiently  educated  so  that  she  can  cooperate 
by  giving  the  right  answers  at  the  right  time  to  all 
possible  questions.  Thus  it  will  have  to  be  admitted 


that  a girl  has  just  as  great  a task  as  the  supposedly 
superior  male.  Some  boys  have  developed  just  one 
tender  good-night  to  such  a degree  that  they  can  use 
it  in  any  situation  and  usually  get  away  with  it.  Enough 
of  this  pilly-pallying  over  the  relative  merits  of  fhe 
sexes,  the  freshmen  are  probably  waiting  with  bated 
breath  for  the  experiment. 

The  choice  of  an  object  is  left  entirely  up  to  the  boys, 
although  the  girl  always  can  say  "no"  if  she  wants 
to.  At  this  writing  the  best  known  apparatus  for  the 
experiment  is  the  automobile,  preferably  darkened  and 
quiescent.  However,  with  a little  ingenuity  the  lack  of 
a car  can  be  compensated  for  since  the  benches  scattered 
over  the  campus  can  act  as  competent  substitutes.  As 
long  as  the  students  are  only  experimenting  the  proce- 
dure can  be  slightly  modified  for  the  time  being.  It  is 
best  to  say  aufweidersehn  in  the  privacy  of  a car  and 
cling  to  the  strong  silent  attitude  while  showing  the 
date  to  the  door.  Although  a curt  good-night  is  not  very 
impressive  on  the  general  public  it  is  not  as  embar- 
rassing as  an  inferior  amateur  line.  It  takes  time  to 
achieve  the  professional  rating  so  the  average  freshman 
need  not  expect  such  success  for  a year  or  so.  Some 
men  never  attain  professional  standing  despite  the  years 
of  practice  they  have  devoted  to  the  subject.  These 
unfortunates  are  usually  used  as  the  subjects  of  the 
poignant  little  dramas  used  to  advertise  some  of  our 
more  popular  drug-store  merchandise. 

The  discussion  of  the  experiment  is  one  of  the  more 
beneficial  aspects  of  the  whole  affair.  Many  bull-ses- 
sions are  held  on  just  "what  he  said  to  me  and  what  I 
said  to  him"  and  vice  versa.  No  end  of  helpful  pointers 
can  be  picked  up  in  this  manner.  Plagiarism  is  not  a 
sin  in  this  game.  (As  a matter  of  fact,  the  Marquis  of 
Queensbury  rules  are  ditched  and  no  holds  are  barred.) 
It  is  highly  permissible  to  adapt  Shakespeare,  Swin- 
burne, or  even  Tyrone  Power  to  the  occasion  and  go  on 
glibly  as  if  it  were  a personal  inspiration.  However,  the 
more  original  the  nocturnal  valediction  the  more  effec- 
tive it  will  be  on  the  interested  by-standers. 

The  conclusion,  of  course,  is  usually  the  most  interest- 
ing part  of  the  experiment.  The  degree  of  cooperation 
between  the  participants  determines  just  how  con- 
clusive this  process  is.  It  is  best  for  the  coquettish  co-ed 
not  to  throw  herself  so  whole-heartedly  into  this  final 
step  that  she  forgets  where  she  is.  House  mothers  have 
been  known  to  sneak  up  on  unsuspecting  freshmen  and 
yank  the  door  open  thereby  removing  the  support  from 
the  rear  of  the  co-ed  and  leaving  her  deposited  hori- 
zontally over  the  threshold.  Such  a predicament  is 
not  highly  conducive  to  romance.  Freshmen  are  also 
advised  not  to  take  their  names  too  literally — the 
disgrace  of  being  publicly  slapped  is  not  easily  lived 
down  on  a college  campus.  With  these  few  words  to 
the  wise  a marked  improvement  is  expected  in  the  class 
of  '43's  technique  of-  farewelling. 
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TWICE  A DAY 


"How  do  you  like  Kipling?" 


Before  it  in  the  dust  I kneel 
With  eyes  uplifted  in  appeal. 

"Yield,"  I pray,  "and  make  the  day 
Gay  and  complete  in  every  way!" 
With  falt'ring  gaze  I look  within, 

And  pierce  the  shadows  dark  and  dim; 
Longing  for  the  cherished  sight 
Of  a letter  long  and  white. 

—A.  P. 


As  her  confinement  approached  this 
morning,  the  physicians  called  upon 
the  family  of  Fred  Snite,  Jr.,  for  special 
equipment.  Snite,  world-famed  pa- 
ralysis victim  who  has  lived  in  iron 
lungs  for  more  than  three  and  a half 
years,  sent  a small  respirator  which 
covers  the  torso,  a resuscitator  and  a 
technician. 


"I  don't  know.  How  does  one 
kipple?" 


"I  saw  you  running  to  work  along- 
side your  bicycle." 

"Yes,  I was  late  and  didn't  have 
time  to  get  on." 


Cozy. 


— Baltimore  Sun  "Another  coat  of  paint  and  we'd 

all  been  killed! " 


THESE 

"Why  does  a clock  run?" 

"You  would  too  if  you  had  ticks.” 


JOKES 

1st  drunk;  "Say,  know  what  time 
it  is?" 

2nd  drunk;  "Yeah." 

1st  drunk:  "Thanks." 


AIN'T 

"What  is  your  favorite  sport,  doc?" 
"Sleighing." 

"I  mean  apart  from  business.” 


OURS 

"Are  you  doing  anything  for  that 
cold  of  yours?" 

"I  sneeze  whenever  it  wants  me  to." 


f/aerv'i$se>t 

At  breath  that’s  tainted  with  cheroots. 

Fair  maidens  oft  turn  up  their  snoots. 

Make  sure  your  breath  does  not  offend  — 

Try  Wint-O-Green  Life  Savers,  friend. 


A 
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MORAL: 


Everybody’s  breath  offend*  now 
and  then.  Let  Life  Savers  sweet- 
en and  freshen  your  breath  after 
eating,  drinking,  and  smoking. 


Wisecrack  Yourself  a Free 
Box  of  Lifesavers 

Now  your  pet  wisecracks  can  get  you  more  than  a 
grin.  Here’s  a prize  contest  where  your  funny  bone 
can  tickle  your  sweet  tooth. 

Send  us  your  best  laugh-maker.  An  attractive 
cellophane-wrapped  assortment  of  all  the  Life  Saver 
flavors  will  be  awarded  for  the  best  joke  submitted 
each  month  by  one  of  the  students. 

Contributions  will  be  judged  by  the  editors  of  this 
publication  and  the  right  to  publish  any  joke  submitted 
is  reserved.  All  Editors’  decisions  are  final. 

How  about  that  wisecrack  you  like  to  pull?  Vi  in 
a sweet  prize  with  it. 

THIS  MONTH'S  WINNER 
Charlie  Morris 

THE  JOKE: 

Emperor:  "I  was  watching  the  peasants  having  a 
party  last  night,  but  I'll  never  do  it  again." 

Empress:  "Why,  are  the  sights  revolting?" 

Emperor:  "No,  but  the  peasants  are." 
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GIRLS  WILL  BE  GIRLS 

(with  apologies  to  "Esquire") 

by  Kathleen  Shanahan 


Ever  since  our  well-known  contemporary  published  its  epic  about  what 
loe  College  thinks  about,  we've  thought  Josephine  should  have 
her  innings.  So — here's  what  we  think  she  thinks — 


A RAT  BELIEVES 

A SOPH  BELIEVES 

A JUNIOR  BELIEVES 

A SENIOR  BELIEVES 

That  the  campus  beauty 
queen  is  her  ideal. 

That  the  campus  beauty 
queen  is  a drip. 

That  the  campus  beauty 
queen  was  chosen  through  rot- 
ten politics. 

That  the  campus  beauty 
queen  is  no  worse  than  those 
on  any  other  campus. 

That  apple-polishing  is  a 
waste  of  time,  and  is  unethical. 

That  apple-polishing  requires 
real  finesse. 

That  for  the  amount  of  work 
involved,  apple-polishing  really 
gets  results. 

That  a world  without  apple- 
polishers  is  a world  without 
degrees. 

Her  ambition  is  to  make 
Alpha  Lambda  Delta. 

Her  ambition  is  to  stay  off 
the  Dean's  list. 

Her  ambition  is  to  pass  a 
course. 

Her  ambition  is  to  be  the 
greatest  of  the  "five-year" 
women. 

She  wants  to  wear  a jeweled 
frat  pin. 

She  wants  to  wear  a West 
Point  or  Annapolis  miniature. 

She'll  compromise  for  an 
engagement  ring. 

A wedding  ring  is  the  only 
thing. 

Green  orchids  are  the  least 
to  expect  for  the  Interfraternity 
Ball. 

An  orchid  would  be  "wun- 
nuful"  for  the  Xmas  Rossburg. 

The  Junior  Prom  should  rate 
some  sort  ol  a corsage. 

She  prefers  a boy  with  a 
smooth  line. 

The  DIAMONDBACK  is  a 
colossal  source  of  mis-informa- 
tion,  misaprehension  and  mis- 
takes. 

Some  girls  do  get  corsages 
for  big  dances. 

She  prefers  a boy  with  a 
smooth  car. 

She  prefers  a boy  who's  a 
smooth  dancer. 

She  prefers  a boy. 

The  DIAMONDBACK  is  no 
worse  than  most  college  papers. 

The  DIAMONDBACK  is  a 
"yellow  sheet." 

The  DIAMONDBACK  is 
Maryland  U.'s  biggest  mistake. 

That  U.  of  M.  men  aren't 
the  tops,  but  are  more  easily 
impressed. 

After  all,  we  had  to  pay  for 
them,  why  shouldn't  these  frosh, 
too? 

Football  players  make  good 
money  as  bond  and  insurance 
salesmen. 

That  you  learn  more  in  a bull 
session  than  any  dozen  profes- 
sors ever  knew. 

That  Princeton  men  are  the 
tops. 

That  "cadets"  and  "middies" 
are  the  tops. 

That  Washington  men  are 
the  tops. 

Rat  caps  are  an  outmoded 
style,  silly  and  unbecoming. 

Rat  caps  are  a necessity  in 
making  the  "frosh"  realize  their 
insignificance. 

Enforcing  rat  cap  rules  a 
bore. 

Football  players  are  hand- 
some heroes. 

Football  men  have  the  right 
way  of  getting  through  college. 

Football  players  are  brainless 
lugs. 

That  you  learn  more  in  a bull 
session  than  any  dozen  profes- 
sors ever  knew. 

That  you  learn  more  in  a bull 
session  than  any  dozen  profes- 
sors ever  knew. 

That  you  learn  more  in  a bull 
session  than  any  dozen  profes- 
sors ever  knew. 

That  Personal  Hygiene  gets 
awfully  wild  in  spots. 

That  Dr.  Kate  didn't  "tell 
all"  in  Personal  Hygiene. 

That  Dr.  Kate  "ain't  seen 
nuthin'  yet." 

That  she  wishes  she  could 
remember  all  the  things  Dr. 
Kate  said  in  Personal  Hygiene. 

That  rushing  is  a thrilling 
but  wearing  process. 

That  rushing  is  a grueling 
but  profitable  practice. 

That  rushing  is  a boring  busi- 
ness. 

That  rushing  is  born  of  grim 
necessity. 

The  "Terrapins"  do  have 
nice-looking  covers. 

The  "Terrapin"  prints  the 
world's  worst  pictures. 

The  "Terrapin"  may  some- 
day get  lost  in  moving. 

The  "Terrapin"  is  a horrible 
reminder  of  all  one's  collegiate 
mistakes. 

Homecoming  is  a lot  of 
strange  faces,  too  much  noise, 
a lota  liquor,  and  a football 
qame. 

Homecoming  is  a swell  ex- 
cuse for  imbibing  a few. 

Homecoming  is  the  world's 
noisiest  and  largest  reunion. 

Homecoming  will  be  swell  to 
come  back  to  next  year. 
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Now  I realize  that 
the  United  States  of 
America  does  not  pro- 
duce enough  paper 
to  do  justice  to  a very 
distinguished  gentle- 
man on  this  campus. 
I had  better  say  that 
the  whole  world  could 
not  accommodate  me; 
however,  I shall  make  the  best  of  the  space  which  I 
have  to  acquaint  you  with  him. 

As  for  appearance,  he  is  always  up  to  date  in  the 
latest  creation  of  a man's  wardrobe,  at  least  he  thinks 
he  is.  And  oh,  when  he  gets  that  Colonel's  or  Lieuten- 
ant's uniform  on,  boy,  is  he  a wow!  He  just  got  a 
haircut,  recently,  which  makes  him  look  like  a bob- 
haired  porcupine,  but  his  face  still  remains  the  same. 
He,  undoubtedly,  knows  about  everyone  and  everything 
that  ever  existed;  in  fact,  he  is  absolutely  super  in  his 
intellectual  ability,  for  I really  believe  that  he  is  going 
to  get  out  of  college  in  four  years.  There  is  nothing  that 
this  gentleman  can  not  do,  and,  by  all  means,  do 
extremely  well.  I understand  that  he  takes  his  game  of 
golf  quite  seriously,  especially  when  it  comes  to 
teaching  the  ladies.  The  boys  all  speak  well  of  him  (at 
least  the  ones  that  really  know  him)  and  the  girls,  well 
you  know,  each  would  like  to  be  the  one.  Of  course, 
that  would  be  impossible  for  he  enjoys  a harem,  and  a 
large  one  at  that.  His  favorite  popular  song  is  "Cinder- 
ella Stay  In  My  Arms";  however,  he  really  prefers  the 
more  semi-classical  type  of  music.  If  you  have  ever 
taken  physics,  you  will  realize  how  the  Universal  Law 
of  Gravitation  pertains  to  this  particular  person. 

The  picture  is  of  him  at  an  early  age  and  shows  the 
king  of  all  kings  in  the  making.  Just  who  can  this 
modest,  perfect  specimen  of  the  human  race  be?  The 
answer  will  be  found  on  next  page. 


NOTIONS  GIFTS 

ANNA  M.  KLEIN 

DRESSES  • SPORTWEAR  • MILLINERY 
LINGERIE  • HOSIERY 

also 

MENS'  WEAR  • TIES  • SOCKS  • SHIRTS 

College  Avenue  College  Park,  Md. 


Eskimo  Story 

an  epic 
by 

SAMEBRRR  GUYBRRRR 

Hihi  ambled  slowly  up  to  the  igloo,  gloomily  staring 
at  the  barren  ice.  He  sighed  once  at  the  dying  rays  of 
the  midnight  sun,  then  went  inside. 

There  was  a man  inside,  a cold,  calculating  sneer  on 
his  face.  "You  received  your  orders,  Hihi?" 

"I  did,  new  American  master." 

"You  understand  the  significance  of  all  that  is  about 
to  be  done?" 

"I  do,  new  American  master." 

"Are  the  men  of  your  tribe  ready  to  follow  their 
leader's  actions?" 

"Uh.  If  it  must  be  done.  For  the  good  of  the  North- 
land. You  need  only  present  the  instruments  necessary. 
I regret  only  that  I must  face  fair  Hoho  after  the  degrada- 
tion." He  rubbed  his  hands  across  the  thick  fur  of  his 
coat. 

"For  the  good  of  the  Northland,"  sneered  the  other. 
"Here  is  the — instrument." 

Hihi  grunted.  "Please  to  guard  door  with  your  life." 
Then  he  walked  into  the  igloo-annex,  carefully  removed 
his  coat  and  more  carefully  still  he  shaved  the  fur  off 
his  new  woolen  underwear. 


HYATTSVILLE  STORE  RIVERDALE  STORE 

Hyatts  201-202,  Berwyn  345  Hyatts  381-382 

Greenwood  2850  Berwyn  460 

HARDWARE  - Hyatts  67 

Carr  Bros.  & Boswell,  Inc. 

Meats  - Groceries  - Hardware 

HOUSE  FURNISHINGS,  SEEDS,  AUTO  SUPPLIES 
PAINTS  AND  GLASS 

Prompt  and  Courteous  Service 

2 Dependable  Stores — Hyattsville,  Riverdale 

HYATTSVILLE  MARYLAND 


PERSONALIZED  STATIONERY 

Name-on — “ The  Signature  of  Quality ” 
and 

“ Writing  Creations ” by  Rytex 

$1.00  a box 

MARYLAND  BOOK  EXCHANGE 

OPPOSITE  THE  MAIN  GATE 


GReenwood  3545 
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Real  Thing 

They  all  called  it  love  at  first  sight.  I really  have 
never  seen  two  more  attached;  one  was  never  seen 
without  the  other.  She  was  a beautiful  girl  with  bright 
bronze  hair.  He  was  big  and  strong,  and  his  eyes  were 
the  kind  that  spoke  volumes  with  one  glance.  Person- 
ally, I didn't  see  how  she  could  stand  his  being  con- 
stantly with  her  because  he  was  oppressively  protec- 
tive, and  would  start  a fight  with  anyone  who  so  much 
as  touched  her.  But  she  loved  his  constant  adoration. 
She  was  very  much  impressed  by  the  fact  that  he 
never  got  tired  of  waiting  for  her,  and  that  he  would 
always  go  and  get  her  anything  she  wanted.  In  fact, 
she  liked  him  so  much  that  every  evening  she  would 
go  out  to  his  kennel,  and  give  him  an  extra  bone  for 
supper. 


"There's  only  one  thing  wrong  with  me,  blondie. 
I'm  color  blind." 

"You'all  sho'  must  be,  mistah!" 


The  newest  definition  of  a half-breed  is  a fellow  with  a 
cold  in  one  nostril. 


— Punch  Bowl 


AND  NICE 

Doc:  "Hey,  stop!  Don't  you  know  that  kissing  is  a 
good  way  to  transmit  germs!” 

Collitch  Feller:  "Good?  Hell,  it's  perfect.” 


Engineer:  If  you  start  at  a given  figure  and  travel  the 
entire  distance  around  it,  what  will  you  get? 

She:  Slapped. 


Two  flappers  went  for  a tramp  in  the  woods;  the 
tramp  escaped. 

—Pell  Mell 


The  public  relations  counsel  of  a utilities  company 
was  extolling  the  virtues  of  his  industry  before  a lunch- 
eon club. 

"If  I were  permitted  a pun,  I might  say  in  the  words 
of  a poet,  'Honor  the  Light  Brigade'!" 

From  a corner  table  in  the  rear  a voice  was  heard  to 
say: 

''Oh,  what  a charge  they  made!” 


SHIFT 

"I  shall  put  you  fellows  in  this  room,”  said  the  host, 
''you'll  have  a comfortable  night,  for  it  has  a feather 
bed.” 

At  two  o'clock  in  the  morning  one  of  the  guests 
awoke  his  companion. 

"Change  places  with  me  Dick,"  he  groaned,  "It's  my 
time  to  be  on  the  feather." 

— Puppet 


Taxi  Driver:  "Five  dollars  and  twenty  cents,  please. 
Drunk:  "Back  up  to  fifty  cents.  Itsh  all  I got.” 


A skeptical  man  was  Bill  Feeter 
Who  wouldn't  believe  his  gas  meter 
He  pulled  out  a match, 

And  gave  it  a scratch 

"Good  morning,"  he  said  to  St.  Peter 


Lois — Jim,  you  have  been  so  good  to  me  I'm  going 
to  do  you  a favor.  You  can  take  me  to  dinner  tonight. 

Jim — That's  great  Lois,  does  your  mother  know  we  re 
coming? 


QnadU  a+uH  ! 

For  a Fine  Meal,  a Snack,  or 
a Banquet  drop  in  at  the 

Lord  Calvert  Inn 


Next  Page: 
"King"  Newton  Cox 


Just  over  the  hill,  on  the  boulevard 
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FOUND  IN  BOX  "B" 


Dear  Editor  of  the  Old  Line: 

Your  first  issue  was  not  only  good, 
it  was  the  best  issue  of  the  Old 
Line  we  have  read  since  1930,  or 
the  best  issue  of  any  magazine  for 
that  matter.  It  was  not  only  good, 
it  was  mildly  sensational,  colossal 
and  stupendous.  That  is  to  say  we 
liked  it  very  much.  Keep  up  the  fine 
work. 

Lovingly  yours, 

The  Old  Line  Editors 


Fellers, 

I haven't  been  around  this  school 
long — but  don't  get  me  wrong.  I 
been  around  plenty  of  schools  and 
have  accumulated  a lotta  culcher.  I 
read  a lotta  things  good  an  bad  in 
my  time.  I read  books  and  magazines 
and  volumes  and  periodicals  and 
some  I enjoyed  and  some  I ain't. 

Then  I read  the  Old  Line. 

Sincerely  yers, 
Class  of  '49 


To  the  staff  and  contributors 

of  the  Old  Line: 

Where  I ask  is  the  significance? 

First  off  some  guy  tells  us  we  got 
a new  building  or  two  on  the  campus. 
All  right.  The  guy's  been  living  in 
another  world  or  somethin.  We  know 
we  got  new  buildings.  Then  another 
feller  tries  to  show  off  because  he's 
been  to  Mexico  and  he's  got  a new 
door  on  his  orfice  on  accounta  the 
old  one's  been  busted  off  by  the 
rabble. 

So,  says  I,  who  cares. 

Then  another  feller  tells  us  what 
he  thinks  of  the  football  team.  So  I 
don't  agree  with  him.  It's  opinion, 
not  fact.  It  is  practically  propaganda, 
which  is  unamerican.  We  all  got 
our  own  opinions  which  we  had 
oughta  keep  to  ourselves  or  we  will 
get  into  trouble. 

Then  there  is  this  guy  lennings 
who  laid  a egg.  I'll  say  he  did.  But 


I don't  like  the  way  he  laid  it. 

Where,  I repeat,  is  the  significance? 

Is  it  in  this  babe  with  a slit  skirt 
sittin  on  a bench  slappin  a guy's 
face?  I don't  think  so.  Perhaps  it  is 
in  the  thing  about  some  slap-happy 
frosh  gal  who  thinks  all  upperclass- 
men are  a bunch  of  fine,  upright  good 
fellows  or  in  the  pertry  which  frankly 
I can't  quite  see  the  main  idea. 

I don't  know.  There  is  more  pertry 
and  a thing  about  a dean  returnin' 
which  is  not  news  except  when  a 
dean  is  leavin'  and  a article  about 
cornin'  out  in  which  the  word  ain't  is 
freely  used  which  is  poor  grammar 
for  a college  sfewdent. 

There  was  some  more  things,  but 
I guess  you  read  them  yourself.  All 
this  sort  of  thing  should  oughta  be 
done  away  with.  Let  us  have  some- 
thing significant. 

Just  Call  Me  Butch 


Dear  Tommy: 

I think  your  magazine  is  just  fine. 
Such  a nice  staff,  boys  and  girls  all 
working  together  in  the  Student's 
Center  Building  or  whatever  you  call 
it.  It's'  a real  nice  magazine.  We  all 
like  it  fine. 

Why  don't  you  bring  a copy  home 
with  you  when  you  come,  like  you 
said  you  would  so  we  can  read  it. 
Bring  a pound  of  hamburger  too  and 
a can  of  kraut  for  supper. 

Mother 


Dear  Editor: 

Let's  all  get  together  and  have  the 
parking  lot  paved,  a new  auditorium 
built,  a change  in  fraternity  rushing, 
no  more  five  examinations  in  one 
day,  like  the  engineers  don't  have, 
a new  student  union,  a few  tunnels 
under  the  boulevard,  no  cribbing  on 
examinations,  and  all  the  other  things 
we  should  have. 

This  is  a small  thing  I ask  but  it 
would  be  nice. 


I am  tired  of  writing  letters  to  the 
Diamondback  so  I thought  you  would 
be  glad  to  hear  my  views  on  campus 
problems. 

Disgustingly  yours, 
Uplifter 


Dear  Editor: 

Below  are  a list  of  my  views  on  the 

new  Old  Line: 


I hope  you  will  find  them  helpful. 

Thank  you, 


Dear  Editor: 

Since  you  want  comments  on  the 
Old  Line,  I am  writing  this  primarily 
to  let  you  know  that  I read  the  first 
issue  of  the  Old  Line.  This  is  very 
unusual  and  will  probably  not 
happen  again.  In  fact  I am  rather 
sorry  that  it  happened  at  all. 

Your  new  policy  I will  not  com- 
ment on,  since  I am  not  sure  just 
what  it  is. 

Except  not  to  print  jokes.  Which  I 
do  not  like.  The  policy  that  is,  not 
the  jokes.  A nice  parlor  story  here 
and  there  throughout  the  magazine 
would  give  it  something. 

What  I cannot  say. 

But  I like  a good  down  to  earth 
joke  now  and  then  like  the  one  I 
heard  at  the  Phi  Sig  house  the  other 
night  about  the  traveling — but  then 
you've  probably  heard  it.  Since  I 
am  not  going  to  read  your  magazine 
any  more  because  I made  a mistake 
in  the  first  place  I don't  care  if  you 
print  jokes  or  not. 

I hope  this  has  clarified  my  views 
on  the  subject  and  will  help  you 
make  your  magazine  different  from 
what  it  is. 

Very  yours, 

Helpful 
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Indian  Story 

an  epic 
by 

CHIEF  SAYMUGH  EYE 


Chief  Mobileaqua  was  unhappy.  With  bowed  head 
he  stepped  into  the  tepee.  He  scowled  darkly  and  drew 
the  flap  across  the  doorway. 

"I  cannot  go  through  with  it,”  he  said  heavily. 

"It  is  for  the  cause,”  grunted  Gitchigitchi. 

"Nothing  must  stop  the  cause?” 

"Nothing.” 

"Scalp  of  the  paleface!  But  1 cannot  go  through 
with  it.” 

"You  would  be  a traitor?  It  is  for  the  cause,"  grunted 
Gitchigitchi. 

Chief  Mobileaqua  raised  his  head  proudly.  Into  his 
stern  face  came  a look  of  infinite  shame.  He  looked  at 
the  bearskin  rug.  On  it  was  a black  skin  bag.  He 
knew  what  was  inside. 

"That,”  he  faltered,  "that  is — the  instrument?" 

Gitchigitchi  nodded. 

Tears  came  into  the  eyes  of  Mobileaqua.  For  a long 
while  he  surveyed  the  black  skin  bag  and  wept  silently. 

"I  cannot  do  it,"  he  sobbed  finally.  Then  he  carefully 
opened  the  little  black  bag  and  more  carefully  still 
he  severed  his  jugular  vein. 

For  Indians  have  no  beards. 
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Continued  from  page  11 

CYN.  Pity  me,  sir.  Wait,  prithe,  until  Algernon  arrives. 

SCOTCHB.  Curses!  That  whipped  cream  fol  de  rol  on 
my  double-dip  sundae.  Little  can  he  do. 

(Reenter  checked  suit,  bow  tie,  plaid  spats  and 
Algernon.) 

ALG.  AHA!  You  are  apprehended,  you  cur!  Release 
the  fair  lass  from  your  viperous  clutches.  Begone! 

SCOTCHB.  Fie  on  you,  sir!  I shall  have  you  expulsed 
immediately. 

ALG.  Oh,  no,  you  bounder.  Take  heed.  Cynthia,  my 
potted  petunia,  last  night  I consulted  Prof.  Scotch- 
bottle's  record.  HE  NEVER  PASSED  HIS  LAST  YEAR 
OF  HIGH  SCHOOL  ENGLISH— whereby  he  was 
ineligible  to  take  English  ly  and  the  following,  since 
he  had  not  the  proper  prerequisite! 

SCOTCHB.  Zounds!  Curses!  Pooey!  I am  foiled.  How 
did  you  find  out? 

ALG.  Aho!  Simple  to  one  of  my  calibre.  The  record 
indicates  that  your  mark  was  A.  But  by  using  my 
Junior  G-Man  set,  I discovered  the  fraud  whereby  you 
cunningly  changed  the  F to  an  A. 

SCOTCHB.  They  will  never  believe  you! 

ALG.  No?  I advise  you,  cur,  to  take  the  next  express  to 
Berwyn.  See!  The  Board  of  Regents  is  coming  now. 
And  armed.  Twenty-three  skidoo  to  you! 

SCOTCHB.  Egad — with  umbrellas.  I must  make  hasty 
exit — in  most  undignified  fashion,  I fear — by  yon 
window. 

CYN.  My  hero!  You  have  saved  my  honor. 

ALG.  Fap!  'Twas  only  a trifle.  Saving  your  honor,  I 
mean.  And  now  may  I escort  you  to  the  stadium? 
Our  bean  bag  team  is  playing  the  O.  U.  Kids.  If  we 
win  we  will  play  in  the  Pewter  Bowl! 

CYN.  Oh,  Algernon,  my  strong,  beautiful  physical  cul- 
ture major. 

ALG.  Straight-shooters  always  win! 

(In  exiting  via  the  window,  Scotchb.  has  left  behind  a 
goodly  portion  of  his  trousers.) 

SCOTCHB.  (from  some  indefinite  location  without  the 
window).  Curses  on  the  luck!  This  is 

THE  END 


Sign  in  a Cuban  dance  hall: 

No  Dancing  Without  Moving  the  Feet. 

— Chaparral 


Coed,  shopping:  "Where  can  I get  some  silk  covering 
for  my  settee?" 

Floor  Walker:  "Next  aisle  and  to  your  left  for  the 
lingerie  department,  Miss." 


— Froth 
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Twenty- three 


Algy  met  a bear 
The  bear  was  bulgy. 
The  bulge  was  Algy. 

Prof. — Take  this  sentence:  "Let  the  cow  be  taken  out 
of  the  lot."  What  Mood? 

Frosh — The  cow. 

HOBBY  HINT 

Here's  something  for  dull  Sunday  afternoons — buy 
a can  of  crushed  pineapple  and  try  to  fit  the  pieces 
together. 

— Panther 

We've  heard  tell  of  some  queer  courses,  but  that 
frosh  who  tried  to  register  for  Vat  69  has  them  all  beat. 

A censor  is  a lovely  man — - 
I know  you  think  so,  too; 

He  sees  three  meanings  in  a joke — 

When  there  are  only  two! 

— Record 

"My  little  sister  ate  some  chicken  yesterday." 
"Croquette?" 

"No,  but  she  is  very  sick." 

Alcma  *7 be  Jline 

"Why  you  low-down,  lousy,  cheap,  pigeon-toed, 
bow-legged,  knock-kneed,  cock-eyed,  mouse-toothed 
mutt;  you  no  account,  dirty  little  heel." 

"Who's  dirty?" 

— Widow 

POLL  STORY 

These  were  voted  tops  as  the  three  sweetest  words  in 
the  English  language. 

1.  I love  you. 

2.  Dinner  is  served. 

3.  All  is  forgiven. 

4.  Sleep  till  noon. 

5.  Keep  the  change. 

"What's  all  this  debris?" 

"Oh,  no,  it  isn't  debris — it's  love  in  bloom." 

6.  Here's  that  five. 
And  the  saddest  were: 

1.  External  use  only. 

2.  Buy  me  one. 

"I'm  a ballet  dancer." 

"Doesn't  it  hurt  dancing  on  it?" 

3.  Out  of  gas. 

4.  Dues  not  paid. 

5.  Funds  not  sufficient. 

6.  Rest  in  peace. 

— Panther 

STILL  FRESH 

Date — Don't  you  want  to  kiss  me?  Don't  I appeal  to 
you? 

Boy — -It  isn't  that — I just  don't  want  to  throw  away  this 
gum  yet." 

First  Drunk— What  did  you  shay  when  you  lost  at 
strip  poker? 

Second  Frat  Man — I shed  plenty. 

Twenty-four 
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You  don't  have  to  pull 
that  “ Old  Line" 

o o o 


o o o 


We  rent,  repair  and  sell  'em 
at  special  rates  to  U.  of  M. 
faculty  and  students. 


o o o 


WOODSTOCK  TYPEWRITER  CO. 

In  Washington — 1000  Connecticut  flve. 
In  Baltimore — 301  W.  Fayette  St. 


$15  ALLOWANCE 

for  your  old  stove  regardless  of  condition 
on  purchase  of 

WESTINGHOUSE  ELECTRIC  RANGE 


H.yatlsville  Hardware  Co. 


Continued  from  page  9 

I told  her  I had  to  get  back  to  my  room,  so  I left. 
In  the  hallway  I took  out  the  handkerchief  again.  The 
fragrance  still  clung  and  I wanted  to  stop  it.  When  I 
got  to  my  room,  I saw  a box  of  matches  on  the  window- 
sill, and  I knew  then  what  I would  do.  First  I took  one 
last  whiff  of  the  pungent  woodsmoke  that  still  brought 
back  memories,  and  then  I put  the  lighted  match  to 
its  crinkled  edge. 

For  a moment  I held  it  in  my  hand  while  it  flared  up 
in  yellow  flames,  and  finally  I dropped  it  into  the  metal 
basket  at  my  desk,  watching  its  last  pieces  burn  into  a 
long,  thin  column  of  blue  smoke. 


"He  is  the  secretary  of  the  chess  club." 

"What  does  he  do?" 

"He  reads  the  hours  of  the  last  meeting.” 

* ★ * 

The  explorer  was  relating  experiences  for  the  press. 

"We  ate  our  rubber  boots,"  he  said. 

"Provisions  ran  out,  eh?" 

"No,  but  I thought  it  might  add  interest  to  our  report." 

ACCOMMODATING 

Housemother:  "Mary,  we  have  breakfast  at  promptly 
7:30." 

New  maid:  "All  right,  ma'am,  if  I ain't  here  don't  you 
all  wait." 

* * * 

Teacher:  "Now,  Johnny,  if  you  put  your  hand  in  one 
pocket  and  pulled  out  75  cents,  then  you  put  your  hand 
in  the  other  pocket  and  pulled  out  75  cents,  what  would 
you  have?" 

Johnny:  "Somebody  else's  pants.” 

* * * 

He:  "Do  you  know  what  nice  girls  dream  about?" 

She:  "No,  what?" 

He:  "I  suspected  as  much!" 


Standard  Engraving  Company 

SUPPLIES  A 

Discriminating  Clientele 

WHO  DEMAND  HIGH  GRADE 

Half-tone  & Line  Plates 

IN 

ONE  OR  MORE  COLORS 

★ 

1214  1 9 T H STREET,  N.  W . 

Washington , D.  C. 
Metropolitan  1709 


UNCLASSIFIED  AD  SECTION 


Lost:  One  Coed  reporter  somewhere  in  the  Dia- 
mondback  office  last  week.  Finder  please  return 

to  Alan  Fisher.  Reward? 


Wanted:  A co-editor  on  Pan-hel's  new  publication, 
"Dirty  Rush  Rules,  day  by  day."  Disinterested 
parties  preferred,  but  AOPis  may  apply. 

Ann  Irvine,  Pres. 


For  Sale: 

Free  lecture  material  on  "How  Life  in  the  Student 
Center  Made  a Pure  Soul  Out  of  Me"  as  delivered 
in  Joe's  Quick  Lunch  by 

Jerome  S.  Hardy 
Herbert  Allison 
Leon  Yourtee 
Arthur  Greenfield 

Illustrative  lantern  slides  furnished  free  of 
charge. 


Wanted: 

About  eight  inches  of  gray  English  Tweed  cloth 
suitable  for  tacking  on  the  cuff  of  gentleman's 
trousers.  Goods  need  not  be  intact,  but  must  be 
ontact.  Sale  will  be  strictly  confidential  and  must 
be  final.  Apply  answer  to  Dave  Seidel  and  cloth 
to  his  pants  cuff. 


Wanted: 

Companion  to  sit  in  the  Grill  and  remenisce, 
must  know  all  words  to  Louisville  Lou,  Birmingham 
Bertha,  and  My  Cutie's  Due  at  Two  to  Two.  No 

experience  necessary.  See  Margaret  Bjorge,  Booth 
2,  Back  Room. 


Whitey:  How  about  next  Tuesday  night  again? 
Mickey  says  it's  O.K.  with  him.  Meet  me  at  the 
corner  of  Eleventh  and  H,  N.  W.  All  is  forgiven. 

Ann  Rutherford 


They  do  the  job 
they're  meant  to  do 


lioctll  l MYERS  TOBACCO  CO 


Chesterfields  are  like  that  . . . they  go  ahout 
their  business  of  giving  you  more  smoking 
pleasure . . . with  a taste,  aroma  and  mildness 
that’s  all  their  own  . . . the  kind  that  only  the 
right  combination  of  the  world’s  best  ciga- 
rette tobaccos  can  give. 


CHESTERFIELD 


Copyright  1939,  Liggett  & Myers  Tobacco  Co 


CIGaretTES, 


il 


Uncle  Sam  Helped 

,!  make  tobacco  better  than  ever! 

. . . and  Luckies  have  bought  the  '‘cream'  of  the 
better-than-ever  crops!”  says  Billie  L.  Branch, 
a tobacco  auctioneer  for  21  years. 


Suppose  you  talked  with  this 
independent  expert  about 
Luckies: 

1 ok:  In  recent  years,  you  say, 
tobacco  crops  have  been  better 
than  ever?” 

Mr.  Branch:  Yes, even  though 
crops  vary  with  weather  condi- 
tions, new  U.  S.  Government 
methods  have  worked  wonders 
for  farmers.” 

You:  "Do  Luckies  buy  this  bet- 
ter kind  of  tobacco?” 

Mr.  B:  "Y  es,  and  they  always 
have  bought  the  choicer  grades. 

o o 

That’s  why  I’ve  smoked  Lucky 


Strikes  for  the  last  15  years.” 
You:  "What  do  the  other 
independent  experts  like  you 
smoke?” 

Mr.  B:  "Among  the  tobacco 
men  I know,  Luckies  are  by  far 
the  favorite!  " 

Try  Luckies  for  a week.  You’ll 
find  that  the  "Toasting”  process 
makes  them  easy  on  your  throat 
— because  it  takes  out  certain 
harsh  throat  irritants  that  are 
found  in  all  tobacco. 

You  11  also  find  out  why— WITH 
MEN  WHO  KNOW  TOBACCO 
BEST — IT’S  LUCKIES  2 TO  1 ! 


Ollic  Mangum  of  Rougemont,  N.C., 
proudly  shows  Mr.  Branch  his  new 
tobacco  seedlings,  raised  with  the 
help  of  U.  S.  Government  experts. 


Copyright 
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Your  Xmas  Shopping 
for  Your  Convenience 
in  Hyattsville 

Manhattan  Shirts,  Swank  Jewelry,  Hickock  Belts 
and  Braces,  Gloves,  McGregor  Sweaters,  Full 
Dress  Accessories  .... 

WOLLOCH’S 

TWO  DOORS  FROM  THE  BANK 


MARYLAND  COEDS!!! 


This  Christmas  give  an  order 
on  our  shop  for  a new  per- 
manent, a fashionable  new 
coiffure,  or  some  other  equally 
acceptable  service  to  be 
found  in  our  salon. 

Inquire  about  our  beauty 
gift  card. 

University  Beauty  Salon 

OPPOSITE  MAIN  GATE 
DRIVE-IN  SHOPPING  CENTER 
Tel.  BErwyn  670  Open  9 to  9 
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JUST  CALL  US-- 

We  Suggest  a 

FOR  ALL  THE  “EXTRAS”  IN  FOODS  . . . 

WES  TIN HHO  USE  APPLIANCE 

EXTRA  QUALITY! 

Complete  Catalogue  Free  on  Request 

EXTRA  SERVICE! 

EXTRA  VALUES ! 

CARR  bros.  & BOSWELL,  nic. 

Conveniently  Located  in 

Hyattsville  Hardware  Co- 

Phone:  Hyatts.  208;  Gr.  1915 
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This  December  tearing  of  hair  and 
pounding  of  typewriters  marks  the 
closing  of  ten  years  in  business  for  The 
Old  Line.  Appropriately  enough  it  is 
also  that  sentimental  issue  when  for 
the  last  time  we  can  yell  nasty  names 
through  the  wall  at  the  Diamondback, 
or  stare  blankly  at  our  new  green  door, 
or  hide  under  the  embalming  board 
from  Humelsine  when  he  comes  in  de- 
manding an  explanation  for  the  four 
hundred  dollar  printing  bill  on  the 
November  Number.  With  this  last 
gasp  in  the  haven  of  rust  and  warp,  we 
become  as  ladies  and  gentlemen  pro- 
ducing our  little  publication  with  all 
the  orthodoxy  that  our  new  head- 
quarters will  demand  of  us.  So  its 
“So  long”  to  our  years  by  the  green- 
house and  “Honi  soit  qui  mal  y pense" 
to  whom  it  may  concern. 

ORIENTAL  . . . 

We  were  sitting  around  killing  time 
talking  about  sukyaki  and  Tokio  and 
things  the  other  day  when  a friend  of 
ours  told  us  a story  that  we  think  is 
worth  repeating. 

Her  brother  was  manager  of  the 
baseball  team  a few  years  back  at 
St.  Alban's  when  an  authority  on  the 
game  arrived  from  Japan  to  give  a 
lecture  at  school.  With  the  usual 
oriental  hospitality  the  entire  St.  A. 
outfit  was  invited  to  tea  at  the  Japanese 
Embassy. 

Shortly  after  their  arrival  at  tea  the 
Ambassador  himself  rose  and  launched 
into  a lengthy  dissertation.  Brother 
recognized  its  true  meaning  and  bowed 


by  Tommy  St.  Clair 


his  head  reverently  in  prayer.  The 
prayer  lasted  a good  twenty  minutes. 
At  the  end  of  it  the  hero  of  our  tale 
turned  to  the  Ambassador's  daughter 
on  his  right  and  sighed,  “That  was  the 
longest  prayer  I’ve  ever  heard.” 

Whereupon  the  young  lady  smiled 
and  replied,  “That  was  no  prayer,  that 
was  a talk  on  baseball.” 


ACCIDENTAL  . . . 

A young  lady  we  know  has  been 
kicking  herself  around  ever  since 
Thanksgiving  for  something  she  did 
toward  decieving  a man  of  God,  but  we 
think  it  really  was  no  fault  of  hers. 

Being  the  sort  of  person  who  feels 
duty  bound  to  attend  a church  service 
now  and  then  just  to  keep  in  touch  with 
her  soul,  she  picked  Roosevelt  ’s  Thanks- 
giving for  the  day  to  do  the  job. 

She  started  out  for  Takoma  Park, 
but  upon  arriving  at  the  church  saw 
that  there  were  no  cars  in  front  of 
Trinity  and  apparently  no  one  around 
who  had  come  by  other  means.  So  she 
headed  for  town. 

In  the  District  she  ran  into  the  same 
snag,  for  there  before  her  other  church 
was  nothing  but  dead  leaves  and  some 
curbing. 

At  this  point  our  friend  decided  to 
call  it  quits  with  her  soul  and  headed 
out  Georgia  Avenue  for  a drive  in  the 
country.  As  she  hummed  along  alibiing 
to  herself  with  an  oh  well  maybe  next 
Easter  line  of  thought  she  saw  that  a 
meeting  was  in  session  at  Grace  Chapel, 
and  although  it  was  then  11:25,  she 
parked  her  car  and  sneaked  into  the 
yard. 


She  was  even  more  delighted  when 
she  heard  the  congregation  hard  at 
work  on  a hymn  and  knew  she  could 
sneak  in  unnoticed. 

Just  as  she  got  her  hand  on  the  door, 
it  burst  open  and  out  popped  several 
members  to  swirl  around  the  steps  in 
the  customary  post  service  fashion, 
shaking  hands  with  everybody  and 
engaging  in  minor  chit  chat.  Through 
the  melange  of  visitors  came  the  min- 
ister, peeled  off  his  surplice,  and  ex- 
tended his  hearty  right  palm  to  our 
friend  with  a warm  grip  and  a “So  good 
to  see  you  in  church  this  morning!” 

We  keep  telling  her  it  wasn't  her 
fault. 

ROOM  . . . 

And  there's  one  little  blond  on  the 
hill  that  will  tell  just  about  anything 
that  happens  to  her  for  the  sake  of 
something  to  talk  about,  so  in  case  you 
haven't  heard  it,  here’s  what  happened 
to  her  a week  ago. 

One  evening  while  she  was  visiting 
in  a neighboring  city,  her  date  took  her 
back  to  her  hotel.  It  was  a large  metro- 
politan affair,  alive  with  alumni  from 
the  visiting  team,  so  consequently 
there  was  no  place  to  drop  anchor  for 
that  last  snatch  of  conversation  or 
what  have  you.  They  walked  up  and 
down  the  lobby.  No  luck.  But  finally, 
just  as  curfew  was  about  to  toll,  they 
saw  an  attractive  little  nook  off  to  one 
side.  It  was  sort  of  an  eighteenth 
century  drawing  room,  very  formal  in 
green  walls  and  white  Louis  something 
furniture.  They  took  over  for  a few 
moments,  then  he  went  on  to  his  hotel, 
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she  to  join  her  friends  in  another  part 
of  the  lobby. 

When  one  of  the  girls  in  the  party 
decided  to  powder  her  nose  a few 
minutes  later,  our  blond  coed  tripped 
along  with  her,  chattering  of  the 
evening’s  adventures  and  conversation, 
and  wound  up  with  an  account  of  the 
sacred  little  room  at  the  end  of  the 
lobby. 

“You  mean  this?”  said  her  very 
much  at  home  friend,  pointing  to  the 
green  room  on  her  left. 

"Yes,  that’s  it,”  sighed  the  Maryland 
Miss. 

“Well  you  know  what  it  really  is, 
don’t  you?”  asked  her  friend  as  she 
swept  to  the  end  of  the  room  and 
through  the  swinging  door. 

CHOICE  . . . 

Mother  and  Dad  are  ardent  fans  of 
the  church  supper,  so  the  one  at  Guil- 
ford this  Thanksgiving  was  a must  on 
their  social  calandar.  It  may  have  been 
an  excess  of  turkey  or  just  good  mater- 
ial for  a struggling  relative  trying  to 
write  a column,  but  they  both  swear 
they  saw  the  following  notice  written 


"Gee,  I’m  glad  it's  Christmas!” 


on  the  Sunday  School  blackboard: 

Ice  Cream 10c 

History  of  the  Church  25c 

FISH  . . . 

One  of  the  sorority  gals  on  the  hill 
says  that  this  story  which  we  have  been 
begging  her  to  let  us  print  is  at  last  old 
enough  so  that  no  one  will  take  offence, 
which  makes  it  just  our  dish. 

She  is  a particularly  nice  girl,  but 
well  acquainted  with  just  about  what 
you  can  expect  from  the  last  eighth  of  a 
date.  So  when  her  escort  of  the  evening 
headed  for  the  airport,  she  braced  her- 
self and  remembered  everything  mother 
had  ever  told  her  plus  a little  she’d 
gathered  on  her  own  hook  from  the 
Ladies’  Home  Journal.  Although  the 
young  man  was  essentially  the  nature 
lover  type,  and  hence  rather  easy  to 
cope  with,  she  said  a quick  curse  as  he 
pulled  the  emergency  brake.  She  eased 
over  to  the  door  of  the  car.  He  leaned 
toward  her.  She  threw  up  her  guard  in 
sort  of  a Corbett  and  Sullivan  act.  He 
reached  out.  She  held  her  ground.  He 
reached  out  and  got  a flashlight  from 
the  pocket  of  the  dash,  stepped  from 
the  car,  walked  to  the  edge  of  the 
bridge,  and  looked  into  Paint  Branch 
for  fish. 

All  at  once  we  like: 

The  ATO  that  couldn’t  find  a tie  to 
wear  to  the  Calvert  Cotillion,  till  he 
borrowed  a celluloid  quickie  from  the 
attendant  at  Chaney’s. 

The  Phi  Delts  because  they  were 
man  enough  to  protest  the  crack  made 
about  them  in  the  last  issue. 

And  the  AOPis  because  they  were 
ladies  enough  not  to  make  an  issue  of 
theirs. 

The  ’39  football  team  because  of  the 
way  they  idolize  Dobby. 

And  Dobby  because  of  the  way  he  is 
idolized  by  the  ’39  team. 

The  Sigmafasigmas  because  of  their 
happy  alumni  that  keep  in  touch. 

The  K A's  just  on  general  principles. 

And  this  month  we  even  like  the 
Diamondback  because  Christmas  is 
coming,  Allan,  and  The  Old  Line  needs 
a new  desk. 
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Special  Session 

What  happens  at  an  A & S faculty  meeting?  We  don’t  know. 
But  we  hope  that  this  can’t  happen  here. 


ENTER  FACULTY 

Broughton.  Gentlemen : it  has  been 
proposed  that  we  change  by-law  99-A 
to  Academic  Regulation  123.  If  there 
is  no  discussion — 

Smith.  I object! 

Br.  On  what  grounds? 

Sm.  Too  many  significant  figures. 
You  can’t  do  it. 

Br.  I really  don’t  see — 

Sm.  (working  diligently  on  six-inch 
slide  rule).  It  just  can’t  be  done.  You 
started  with  two  significant  figures  and 
ended  with  three. 

Br.  But — 

Sm.  That  proves  it!  It  just  isn’t 
done. 

Marti.  All  this  word  thinking  is 
pure  nonsense.  What  difference  does 
it  make — 

Kramer.  I suggest  we  all  go  out  and 
have  a — 

Prahl.  Second  the  motion. 

Eichlin  (grinning  absently). 
Wrong! 

Broughton.  Eh? 

Eichlin.  Sorry.  Just  practicing  for 
tomorrow's  lecture. 

Clark.  Very  interesting  reaction. 
Would  several  of  you  gentlemen  mind 
submitting  to  a little  word  association 
test?  What  comes  into  your  mind  when 
I say  white? 

Chorus.  Black! 

Clark.  Cold? 

Chorus.  Hot. 

Clark.  Right? 

1st  Voice.  Right! 

2nd  Voice.  Right! 

3rd  Voice.  Right! 

Chorus.  Right! 

Eichlin.  Wrong! 

Volckhausen  (cautiously).  I have 
differentiated  and  integrated  the  func- 
tion under  discussion  and  find  that  by- 
law 99  may  be  safely  changed  to  Aca- 
demic Regulation  123  without  violating 
any  fundamental  principles. 


Lancaster.  Objection!  You  can’t 
do  that.  It’ll  take  days  to  solve.  It 
involves  elliptic  functions. 

Martin.  Hyperbolic  functions,  I 
believe.  And  it.  will  only  take  a few 
hours.  I'll  give  the  problem  on  my 
exam  tomorrow  and  have  some  an- 
swers for  you. 

Broughton.  Gentlemen!  If  you 
don’t  mind — 

Clark.  Approaching  the  matter  psy- 
chologically rather  than  logically,  I 
have  made  some  interesting  obser- 
vations— 

Kramer.  It  would  be  to  everyone’s 
benefit  if  we  all  adjourned  and  went 
out  to  have  a — 

Prahl.  Second  the  motion. 

Marti.  Why  not  do  away  with  all 
regulations? 

Strausbaugh  (wearily).  If  you’re 
just  looking  for  something  to  do,  why 
not  change  it  from  99-A  to  98-B? 

Zeeveld.  To  B or  not  to  B,  as 
Shakespeare  said  in  Act  III,  Scene  1 
of — 

Lancaster  (a  little  heatedly). 
Elliptic. 

Martin  (firmly).  Hyperbolic,  I 
believe. 

Broughton.  Gentlemen. 

Lone  Voice.  Did  someone  call  me? 
I’m  sorry  but  I just  woke  up. 


“Gee,  I’m  glad  it’s  Christmas!” 


Kramer.  Why  not  have  the  entire 
faculty  vote  on  it?  Then  we  can — 
By  the  way — where  is  the  faculty? 

Clark.  Shh!  They’re  back  in  the 
corner  playing  poker.  Don’t  disturb 
them.  The  modern  psychological  trend 
is  to  let — 

Lancaster.  The  problem  can’t  be 
solved  without  the  use  of  higher  calcu- 
lus. I'm  working  on  it  now,  but  it  will 
take  at  least  a few  days. 

Martin.  A few  hours  by  my  method. 

Marti.  Only  by  its  relation  to  the 
eternal  truth — 

Eichlin  (beaming  jovially).  Wrong! 

Smith.  I don’t  see  how  the  problem 
can  be  solved  without  use  of  a slide 
rule.  And  unfortunately,  gentlemen, 
mine  has  had  a breakdown.  It  won’t 
slide! 

(There  is  a horrified  murmur) 

Chorus  (aghast).  But — what’s  to 
be  done? 

Kramer.  I suggest  that  we  all  go 
out  and  have — 

Broughton.  Gentlemen,  a crisis  has 
arisen.  I need  not  tell  you  the  gravity 
of  the  situation.  But  since  I am — uh — 
late  for  dinner,  I suggest  the  meeting 
be  adjourned  for  one  hour.  We  will 
reconvene  for  a special  session  to  see 
how  the  solution  of  this  problem  is 
progressing.  And  remember,  no  one 
must  ever  know  of  this  scandal.  Such 
a thing  must  never  happen  again.  I 
shall  appoint  a committee  to  thorough- 
ly investigate — 

Lone  Voice.  Did  someone  say 
dinner?  I’m  sorry  but  I must  have 
dozed  off  again — 

Chorus.  Dinner?  Hey,  youse  guys, 
food!  Come  on! 

EXEUNT  FACULTY 

(All  characters  mentioned  in  this 
drama  are  entirely  fictitious  and  any 
similarity  to  persons  living  or  dead  is 
purely  intentional.) 

-B.  X.  DeP. 
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Five 


ScdeA^xeAA&n  9763. 


luf,  PatUf 


Mabel  wanted  a man.  Every  girl  has  to  have  some 
kind  of  a boyfriend.  Mabel  did  not  know  many  men, 
and  those  that  she  knew  ignored  her. 

Every  morning,  as  soon  as  Mabel  got  up,  Momma 
started  chiding  her  because  any  girl  twenty  years  old 
who  does  not  have  a steady  fellow  is  certainly  destined 
to  become  an  old  maid.  She  was  a disgrace  to  the  family. 
During  the  long  ride  from  Brooklyn  to  Forty-Second 
Street  her  girl-friend,  Queenie,  would  shame  Mabel  with 
an  account  of  last  night’s  date.  Queenie  knew  lots  of 
fellows.  Mabel  wished  Queenie  would  fix  her  up  a 
blind-date,  but,  without  being  told,  Mabel  knew  that 
none  of  Queenie’s  friends  would  put  up  with  a short, 
dumpy,  washed-out  girl  with  horn-rimmed  glasses.  Mabel 
always  said  she  preferred  to  sit  home  nights  and  read  a 
good  book.  On  the  subway  she  always  carried  her  book, 
hoping  to  hide  her  disgrace. 

At  8:58  the  two  girls  dashed  in  the  employees’  entrance 
of  Woolworth’s  Fifth  Avenue.  Mabel  combed  her  coarse 
black  hair  as  much  like  Hedy  Lamar’s  as  possible  and 
fastened  on  a purple  mouth.  Now  she  could  face  the 
world  with  a certain  amount  of  assurance  for  the  next 
eight  hours.  Queenie  was  at  counter  nine  and  Mabel 
at  fourteen,  so  they  would  not  meet  again  until  lunch 
hour. 

As  Mabel  arranged  men’s  socks,  ties,  and  suspenders 
she  pretended  that  she  had  a husband  and  that  these 
were  his  things  she  was  handling.  Mabel  had  a number 
of  husbands  with  whom  she  lived  mentally,  alternating 
the  type  to  suit  her  moods.  In  the  morning,  while  she 


was  still  refreshed,  she  would  be  the  domestic  little  wife 
of  her  Ronald  Golman  husband,  but  when  her  feet  hurt 
she  was  Tommy  Manville’s  latest,  surrounded  by  servants. 
She  was  contentedly  happy  in  the  impersonal  atmosphere 
of  the  store  because  it  provided  her  the  only  period  of 
mental  privacy  in  her  drab  life.  A customer  was  not 
always  welcome,  but  a girl  had  to  work  hard  to  maintain 
her  position  in  this  paradise  of  all  ten  cent  stores  so  she 
managed  to  come  out  of  her  reveries  long  enough  to  attend 
to  the  necessities  of  salesmanship.  Alabel  had  been  at 
Woolworth’s  for  five  years  now  and  was  secretary  of  their 
local  because  she  was  considered  the  intellectual  type. 
Mabel  alone  knew  that  she  was  not  the  intellectual  type. 
She  had  been  forced  into  the  pose  in  self-defense. 

Every  noon  she  catty-cornered  across  the  avenue  to 
the  Astor  Library  to  get  her  books  while  the  other  girls 
dashed  down  to  Macy’s  for  a new  little  hat  for  their  big 
dates.  In  the  evening,  when  Mabel  and  Queenie  rode 
back  to  Brooklyn  on  the  subway,  it  was  too  crowded  for 
conversation,  so  Mabel  was  spared  the  bitter  details  of 
Queenie’s  anticipated  date.  Then  she  went  home  to 
Momma’s  constant  nagging. 

Then  one  day  a man  came  into  Mabel’s  life.  Her 
lunch  hour  was  changed  from  twelve  to  eleven-thirty, 
so  she  went  to  the  library  earlier  than  usual.  It  was  the 
day  she  returned  PASSION  IN  TAHITI.  Instead  of 
the  usual  dried-up  remnant  of  a woman  at  the  Librarian’s 
desk  there  stood  the  most  gorgeous  male  Mabel  had  ever 
seen.  He  was  only  a pale,  anemic,  little  man  with  shocky 
black  hair,  but  to  Mabel  he  was  a combination  of  all  her 
movie  and  literary  ideals.  He  smiled  at  her  as  she  returned 
her  book  and  asked  if  she  had  enjoyed  it.  On  the  sign 
at  the  desk  she  saw  “Mr.  Sydney  (9-12  a.m.),”  so  she 
asked  Mr.  Sydney  to  suggest  something  for  her  to  read. 
Politely  he  handed  her  a best-seller  from  the  rental  shelf, 
and  Mabel  thrilled  to  the  casual  touch  of  their  lingers. 
Radiantly  she  took  the  book,  not  even  realizing  she  had 
read  it  before.  Here  was  a man  w ho  smiled  at  her,  spoke 
to  her,  and  even  touched  her.  She  could  see  him  now 
every  day  at  eleven-thirty! 

The  next  morning  Mabel  did  not  hear  Momma’s 
scoldings,  but  eager  to  start  this  new  day  she  got  to  the 
station  five  minutes  ahead  of  schedule  and  had  to 
wait  for  Queenie.  It  was  Mabel  who  chatted  happily 
about  her  intended  meeting  with  her  Mr.  Sydney  at 
lunchtime.  All  morning  her  heart  sang  gaily  w hile  she 
impatiently  eyed  the  slow'  movements  of  the  clock.  At 
long  last  eleven-thirty  came  and  just  as  .Mabel  dashed 
away  from  the  counter  the  lloor  manager  handed  her 
this  note: 

Sales  person  9762: 

Permanent  lunch  hour  12-12:30  p.m. 

Effective  today. 


F.  W.  W.  & Co. 
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THE  ATHLETE 

THE  EDITORIAL  WRITER 

Appetizer 

Red  Hot  Mussels 

Appetizer 

Gripefruit  Juice 

Soup 

Ox  Tail 

Soup 

Russian  Bosch 

Fish 

Sword  Fish 

Fish 

Flounder  and  Crab 

Entree 

Boiled  Brisket  of  Beef,  Horseradish 
Spinach  Spinach 

Spinach  Spinach 

Entree 

Sauerbraten  and  Tripe 
Sauerkraut  Pickled  Pigs’  Feet 

Pickled  Pigs'  Snout  Unpicked  Bones 

Salad 

Sliced  Slaw 

Salad 

Oughtachoke  \ inagrette 

Dessert 

Mince  Meat  with  Hard  Sauce 
Beaten  Biscuit  and  Hard  Tack  Punch 

Dessert 

Limburger  and  Crax 

Pumpernickel  Acidopholis  Milk 

THE  POLITICIAN 

THE  SISSY 

Appetizer 

Panned  Blubber 

Appetizer 

Honeydew  Balls 

Soup 

Cream  of  Corn 

Soup 

Jellied  Consomme 

Fish 

Broiled  Bloater 

Fish 

Perch 

Entree 

Stuffed  Shout 
Potatoes  au  Gratis 
Fresh  String  Beans 

Entree 

Sweetbreads  Parisienne 
Sweet  Potato  Puff 

Mashed  Squash  Sweet  Pea  Souffle 

Salad 

Apple  with  Oil  Dressing 

Salad 

Watercress  Surprise 

Dessert 

Toast 

Prunes 

Buttermilk 

Assorted  Nuts 

Dessert 

Tutti  Frutti  Cream  Puffs 
Spoon  Bread  Weak  Tea 

The  Raid 

An  Account  by  One  Who  Was  There. 
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Seven 


“Everybody  up!  Raid  on  George- 
town tonight.” 

We  jumped  out  of  bed,  hastily  put 
on  sweaters  and  jackets  over  our 
pajamas.  Finally  we  were  ready,  and 
with  doors  slamming  and  firecrackers 
bursting  we  ran  for  the  cars  parked  in 
front  of  Varsity  Grill. 

They  packed  us  in,  about  eight  to  a 
car.  There  we  waited  while  the  rest  of 
the  boys  were  accommodated.  1 don't 
think  my  knees  and  legs  will  ever  forget 
that  waiting  and  subsequent  ride  into 
Washington. 

At  last  we  started.  We  were  on  our 
way  to  Georgetown. 

“Maryland  we’re  all  behind  you. 
Raise  high  the  black  and  gold." 

“Our  team  is  red  hot.  Red  hot." 

"Fight  for  old  Maryland.  Old 
Maryland  needs  you.” 

We  were  going  to  teach  Georgetown 
a lesson  for  painting  our  Terrapin. 

“Washington!  Georgetown!  Cops!" 

“Ye  Gods,  cops.  What  are  we  going 
to  do  now?” 

“Listen  fellows,  no  talking  back  or 
cussing  now.  We  don’t  want  to  be 
pulled  in." 

“Hey!  Psst!  Meet  us  over  at  Western 
High.  We  ll  attack  from  there.” 

Well,  over  to  Western  High  it  was, 
with  my  knees  and  legs  taking  a beating 
again.  Golly,  wouldn’t  we  ever  get 
there? 

“Okay  fellers,  we  re  here.  Pile  out! 
Easy  now.  No  noise.” 

Over  to  the  medical  building  entrance 
to  Georgetown  University  we  went. 
There  must  have  been  about  fifty  of  us. 

“C’mon,  get  that  paint  out.  Now 
a yea  for  Maryland  and  a terrapin. 
That’s  right.” 

“Hey,  did  you  fellers  paint  the  doors 
of  the  building  yet.  Let's  go  over  and 
tear  down  their  practice  goal  posts 
now.” 

So  up  the  hill  to  the  practice  field 
we  went. 

“Jiggers,  the  cops!” 

“Break  for  the  woods  on  the  left!" 

“Where  did  this  barbed  wire  fence 
come  from?” 

“Hell,  this  is  a dump  not  a woods.” 

“Well,  duck  your  head  anyway. 
The  cops  are  throwing  searchlights 
around.” 


It  was  just  like  a gangster  movie  only 
with  no  guns.  Here  we  were  stuck  in  a 
sort  of  dumping  pile  with  a stream  just 
below  us,  and  a barbed  wire  fence  in 
front  of  us.  We  had  to  climb  along  the 
side  of  the  dump  until  we  got  oil’  cam- 
pus onto  the  street.  We  had  to  get 
through  that  barbed  wire  fence  again, 
cutting  and  scratching  our  hands  and 
legs  once  more.  But  what  was  one  more 
scratch  when  we  had  painted  the  back 
driveway  and  the  medical  building  with 
“Yea  Maryland”,  and  some  of  the  boys 
had  torn  down  the  practice  goal  posts! 

After  prowling  around  through  the 
dark  alleys,  so  as  not  to  be  seen  by  the 
police,  we  reached  the  cars.  Those  who 
were  left,  I mean.  After  climbing  into 
the  cars  again,  we  counted  those  who 
were  missing,  and  decided  to  drive 
around  the  vicinity  in  search  of  them. 

“Hey,  there’s  a prowl  car  following 
us.  lie’s  pulling  up  alongside.” 

“Pull  over  to  the  curb.  C’mon,  all 
of  you  get  out  and  let  me  see  your 
hands.” 

We  got  out,  and  the  policeman  ex- 
amined our  hands  and  clothes  for  some 
sign  of  paint.  When  he  was  satisfied 
that  there  was  no  paint  in  the  car,  and 
no  paint  on  our  hands  and  clothes,  he 
pointed  to  the  boys  in  the  prowl  car 
and  asked  if  we  knew  them.  The  two 
fellows  in  the  car  were  the  ones  we  were 
looking  for. 

After  a long  lecture  and  a warning  to 


get  out  of  town,  he  let  the  two  fellows 
in  the  prowl  car  come  with  us. 

When  the  police  left,  a reporter  from 
the  Washington  Post  came  over  and 
began  asking  us  questions.  There  w as 
a babble  of  answers  at  once  about  how 
the  boys  had  painted  a terrapin  on  the 
Georgetown  drive,  tore  down  the  goal 
posts,  escaped  the  cops  on  the  campus, 
and  finally  what  had  just  happened. 
1 guess  he  w as  pretty  much  bew  ildered 
by  our  wild  attack  and  he  asked  no 
more  questions.  He  told  us  that  every- 
body in  Washington  had  been  tipped 
ofi  about  our  coming.  That  accounted 
for  the  police’s  being  there  ahead  of  us. 

If  we  could  catch  the  person  that 
tipped  them  off! 

After  that  we  left  Washington  as  fast 
as  the  speed  limit  would  let  us.  We 
weren't  going  to  take  any  chances  on 
being  picked  up  by  the  police  after  we 
had  been  so  lucky. 

We  reached  College  Park  about 
three  a.  m.,  heaved  a sigh  of  relief. 

Came  the  dawn,  ten  o'clock  to  me, 
and  I rushed  to  see  what  kind  of  a 
write-up  the  Washington  Post  reporter 
gave  us.  I looked  through  the  paper 
once,  looked  through  it  twice,  and 
three  times.  No  write-up! 

Fooey  on  Georgetown,  fooey  on  the 
Washington  Post.  Our  swell  raid 
through  dumps,  up  alleys,  over  barbed 
wire  fences,  and  not  even  a one  line 
write-up. 


Eight 
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“Test  Pilot  Jones  coinin’  down.” 


WESTYLE 

CLOTHES  FOR 
THE  COLLEGE  MAN 

$30 

SUITS  & TOPCOATS 


Wearful  woolens,  styled  in  the 
manner  preferred  by  college 
men,  tailored  to  perfection ! 


DOBBS  HATS 


Sidney  West,  Inc. 

14th  & G Washington,  D.  C. 

Eugene  C.  Gott,  President 


The  Lowdown  on 
Santa 

“Santa  Claus  isn't  what  he  is  cracked 
up  to  be,”  piped  up  Blitzen,  one  of 
Santa’s  gnome  employees.  “He  works 
us  night  and  day." 

“What,  no  union  laws?”  I queried. 
“Union-poof,  he  even  forgets  to  pay 
us  most  of  the  time.” 

“As  a person  though,  isn’t  he — 

“An  exhibitionist — red  suit,  jingling 
bells  and  all  that.  He’s  just  a gay  old 
dog,  leaving  his  wife  at  home  while  he 
gads  about  with  rich  people  in  the  wee 
small  hours — staggering  home  red- 
nosed in  his  usual  good  spirits.” 

“A  souse?”  1 asked,  horrified. 
“Young  lady,  think  of  all  the  red- 
nosed fat  men  you  know  who  wear  loud 
suits  and  are  always  too  jolly.” 

“What  does  his  wife  do?”  I changed 
the  subject  hastily. 

“She  stays  home  and  makes  presents 
for  all  the  sweet  young  things  he  meets 
— silk  stockings,  evening  dresses,  fur 
coats,”  Blitzen  snorted  in  disgust, 
“You  should  hear  all  the  gifts  he  idly 
promises  girls,  like  the  fur  coat  he 
promised  you  last  year.” 

“Did  he  tell  you  that?” 

“Sure,  he  tells  us  about  all  his  high 
old  times — every  girl  he  meets  and  t he 
whole  conversation.” 

“That  is  just  about  the  rattiest  thing 
a man  can  do.” 

“Did  you  think  you  were  the  only 
one?”  Blitzen  removed  a block  of  ice 
from  the  floor  of  Santa’s  igloo  and 
pulled  out  a thick  notebook. 

“Look!  All  the  names  and  addresses 
of  his  ‘chums’,  with  his  drawings  of  his 
pets.” 

I’d  seen  enough.  All  my  ideals  were 
shattered.  Men  are  all  alike. 

The  “drawings  of  his  pets”  were  a 
mixture  of  Kerwin  and  Petty  drawings, 
mostly  Kerwin,  if  you  know  what  I 
mean. 

— D.  W. 


DRAFTING 

MATERIALS 

MUTH  710  Mia 
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fyella  ! ! 


tf-GA  fljG4L  ! ! 

Get  out  from  under  and  play 
safe  by  taking  your  troubles 
to — 

CHANEY’S 

GARAGE 

OPPOSITE  THE  MAIN  GATE 

• • 


LOCAL  COLOR 

Black:  Brooks,  mopping  up  India 
ink  under  01<1  Line  couch  during  a 
blackout. 

Pink:  Dave  Seidel  walking  into  the 
sunset  with  a parking  ticket. 

Yellow:  Chinaman  with  jaundice 
selling  pumpkins  in  a dust  storm. 

White:  Snowman  waving  a flag 
of  truce  in  a pillow  fight. 

Red:  Communistic  drunkard  with 
a bloody  nose  in  hell. 

Green:  A seasick  Freshman  eating 
limes  on  the  floor  of  the  Atlantic. 

Blue:  Lonesome  Middie  brooding 
to  Mood  Indigo  in  Pall  Mall  Room 
after  Princeton  Game. 

Brown : Hound  dog  digging  potatoes 
in  bank  of  Paint  Branch. 

Purple:  Orchids  and  grapes  and 
pansies  and  all  that  kind  of  stuff — . 
Are  you  getting  as  sick  of  this  as  we 
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Nine 


CHRISTMAS  STORY— 1939 

Hv  Charles  F.  Ksanda 


Withered  brow  n leaves  rattled  across  the  frozen  ground, 
moving  with  the  wailing  north  wind.  The  sky  was  heavy 
and  somber  and  dull  gray.  A sentry  looked  across  the 
sterile  ground  to  the  far  hill,  to  the  lifeless  trees  stretching 
skeleton  fingers  toward  the  dreary  sky.  lie  shivered  and 
rubbed  his  hands  together.  A lone  flake  of  snow  drifted 
to  the  ground  . . . then  another  .... 

From  the  window  of  the  dugout  room  Gary  stared  at 
the  same  desolate  scene.  He  saw  less  of  it  because  the 
window  was  almost  level  with  the  ground.  There  was 
no  sound,  no  motion  in  the  gloom  of  the  cell.  The  two 
other  men  sat  silently,  each  submerged  in  his  own  thoughts. 

Gary’s  ears  strained  and  once  he  thought  he  caught  the 
faraway  rumble  of  a shell.  He  couldn’t  be  sure. 

It  was  Dreyer’s  voice  that  broke  the  silence.  “To- 
morrow’s Christmas,”  he  said.  “I  almost  forgot.” 

Gary  nodded.  “Our  friend  isn’t  very  merry  for  the 
occasion.” 

The  third  man  sat  at  a rough  wooden  table,  his  head 
resting  heavily  in  his  hands.  His  lips  were  compressed. 
His  dark  eyes  looked  briefly  at  the  other  two  men.  He 
said  nothing. 

Gary  turned  from  the  window.  “1  spent  one  other 
Christmas  in  a dugout — in  the  last  war.  It  was  a much 
filthier  dugout  than  this  one.  This  is  practically  a hotel 
room.” 

“Lovely  room,”  Dreyer  agreed  mirthlessly.  “We  even 
have  cigarettes.” 

“Thanks  for  reminding  me.”  Gary  lighted  one. 
“Cigarette,  Geneau?” 

Geneau’s  eyes  flashed.  “My  God,  how  can  you  sit 
and  talk  about  the  nice  room  and  smoke  and — This 
may  not  be  the  first  but  it’s  the  last  Christmas  you’ll 
ever  spend  in  a dugout.” 

“Probably.”  Gary  shrugged  and  wandered  over  to  the 
window.  “It’s  snowing,”  he  remarked. 

The  large  white  flakes  w ere  falling  in  earnest  now . The 
wind  had  died  and  the  leaves  lay  still,  as  flakes  of  white 
splotched  the  faded  brown.  The  sentry’s  shadow  moved 
past  the  window  and  disappeared.  Gary  blew  a cloud 
of  smoke  thoughtfully  into  the  deep  shadows  of  the 
chamber. 

“You  know,”  he  said,  “this  is  a funny  war.  1 was  in 
the  last  war  for  a year,  hut  it  was  different  somehow. 
Everyone  was  fighting  and  there  seemed  to  be  something 
to  fight  for.  But  now  regiments  just  sit  and  wait — and 
send  out  reconnaissance  patrols — and  wait. 


Dreyer  nodded.  “I  know.  The  men  who  are  wounded 

killed — it  seems  they  are  throwing  away  their  lives 
needlessly,  because  their  sacrifices  do  neither  side  any 
good.” 

“That’s  it,”  Gary  said,  “that’s  it  throwing  away  their 
lives  needlessly.  Maybe  men  shouldn’t  have  been 
fighting,  but  in  all  the  wars  in  history  when  men  started 
a fight,  they  fought.  Their  cause  may  have  been  right, 
it  may  have  been  wrong — but  they  died  knowing  that 
they  had  at  least  helped  their  side  to  win.  Now  men  die 
for  nothing.” 

Geneau  looked  at  them.  His  red,  sleepless  eyes  were 
bright  and  somehow  hopeless. 

“My  God,”  he  said,  “there  shouldn’t  be  war.  There 
are  so  many  things  a man  can  do.  There’s  such  a little 
time.  I was  going  to  be  married  ....  My  God,  there 
shouldn’t  be  war.” 

Gary  leaned  his  elbow  on  the  window  . “I  don't  know . 
Perhaps  there  shouldn't.  It's  beyond  me  to  say.  I 
don’t  know.” 

There  was  silence  in  the  room  and  somber,  moveless 
shadows.  The  snow  fell  steadily  outside.  Gary  ground 
out  the  cigarette  and  stood  staring  out  the  window  . He 
thought  he  felt  a vibration,  thought  he  heard  the  faintest 
sound  that  might  have  been  shell  fire  in  the  far  distance. 

“I  wonder  what  time  it  is,”  Dreyer  said  softly. 

“I  don’t  know.  I’m  not  sure  even  whether  it’s  morning 
or  evening.  But  it  w ill  soon  be  Christmas.” 

“Peace  on  earth — ” said  Dreyer. 

After  a while  there  was  a sound  outside  the  door  and 
it  was  opened  by  men  in  uniforms.  Gary  and  Dreyer 
and  Geneau  went  with  them.  Outside  the  soft  white 
snow  fell  in  their  faces.  The  ground  was  white  and  the 
skeleton  trees  were  no  longer  visible  in  the  distance. 
There  was  nothing  but  the  large  white  flakes  falling 
silently. 

Gary  shivered  and  glanced  at  Dreyer  standing  a few 
paces  from  him.  “Merry  Christmas,"  lie  said  quietly. 
He  wanted  to  say  something  more,  say  that  he  was 
terribly  sorry.  But  it  would  sound  silly.  Dreyer  had 
a w ife  and  two  sons. 

He  looked  at  Geneau.  He  had  wondered  how  Geneau 
would  take  it;  now  he  knew.  For  the  first  time  Geneau 
smiled — wryly. 

“There  should  be  no  war,”  he  said. 

Gary  was  not  a large  man  but  he  stood  very  straight. 

( Continued  on  page  16) 
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I,  PERCIVAL  QUINN,  TURN 


December  5th 
U of  M 

College  Park,  Md. 

Clancy  Costume  Co. 

Washington,  D.  (’.. 

Sirs, 

I,  Percival  Quinn,  have  been  personally  invited  by  my 
(1  hope)  girl  Mary  to  be  the  Santa  Claus  at  their  Christmas 
Dinner  this  coming  weekend  so  1 am  writing  you  and 
asking  you  to  send  me  a very  red  Santa  Claus  costume 
pillow  and  all. 

Cordially  yours, 

I.  Percival  Quinn 

Clancy  Costume  Co. 
Washington,  D.  C. 

Mr.  Percival  Quinn 
l niversity  of  Maryland 

My  dear  Mr.  Quinn, 

In  the  box  accompanying  this  letter  you  will  find  the 
costume  you  wrote  us  about.  I hope  it  will  be  satisfactory. 
Please  remit  $14.35. 

Sincerely, 

A.  J.  Thomas,  Mgr. 

December  7th 
U of  M. 

College  Park,  Md. 

Clancy  Costume  Co. 

A.  J.  Thomas,  Mgr. 

Washington,  I).  C. 

Sir: 

About  that  $14.35,  you  will  never  get  that  amount 
from  I,  Percival  Quinn  for  the  costume  which  is  coming 
with  this  letter  collect  postage  due.  Since  when  does  a 
Santa  Claus  costume  have  horns  and  a tail!' 

Not  so  cordially, 

I,  Percival  Quinn 

December  9th 
Clancy  Costume  Co. 
Washington,  D.  C. 

Mr.  Percival  Quinn 
l niversity  of  Maryland 

My  dear  Mr.  Quinn, 

So  sorry  that  such  an  error  could  occur.  The  clerk 


SANTA  CLAUS 

must  have  gotten  the  costumes  mixed  up  due  to  the  red 
colors.  Accompanying  this  letter  is  your  costume. 
Please  remit  $14.35. 

Sincerely, 

A.  J.  Thomas,  Mgr. 

December  18th 

U of  M 

College  Park,  Md. 

Clancy  Costume  Co. 

A.  J.  Thomas,  Mgr. 

Washington,  D.  C. 

Sir: 

I,  Percival  Quinn  am  remitting  to  you  not  the  $14.35 
but  the  costume  for  it  proved  highly  unsatisfactory  very. 
I went  down  to  my  (no  more)  girl  Alary’s  sorority  house 
fairly  early  so  as  to  be  there  ahead  of  time  for  a necessary 
rehearsal  of  lines  and  action  for  the  coming  night  and 
being  well  versed  in  the  manners  Ala  taught  me  I,  Percival 
Quinn,  went  around  to  the  back  door  and  entered  and  went 
up  the  stairs  to  what  apparently  seemed  to  be  the  front 
room.  Things  are  always  not  as  apparent  as  they  seem. 
Imagine  my  surprise  when  I,  Percival  Quinn,  stepped  right 
into  the  girls  shower  room.  Being  a very  sensitive  lad, 
it  was  quite  a shock.  Arery  prominently  displayed  was 
my  (no  more)  girl  Mary.  It  was  she  who  hit  me  in  the 
eye  with  the  cake  of  soap,  resulting  in  temporary  blindness 
and  amid  all  of  the  confusion  I,  Percival  Quinn  wandered 
to  the  head  of  the  stairs  and  slipped  on  the  rug  and  fell 
down  the  stairs  to  light  on  the  Dean  of  Women.  It 
wouldn’t  have  been  so  bad  if  my,  yours  rather,  pants 
hadn’t  caught  on  something  and  remained  at  the  top 
of  the  staircase  with  me  at  the  bottom  sitting  on  Aliss 
Stamp.  Imagine  my  embarassment  when  I,  Percival 
Quinn  had  to  run  up  the  hill  in  my  B.Y.D.’s  with  feathers 
from  your  pillows  streaming  in  all  directions.  The  only 
thing  I,  Percival  Quinn  have  to  thank  you  for  is  the  fact 
l will  not  have  to  journey  to  San  Francisco  this  summer 
to  view  Sally  Rand’s  Ranch.  I,  Percival  Quinn  am  sending 
to  you  twenty  five  cents,  the  price  of  admission. 

Very  Uncordially, 

I,  Percival  Quinn 


Copyright  1939,  Liggett  & Myers  Tobacco  Co. 


AT  HIS  BRIAR! 


HAVE  A HEART  on  your  husband, 
ma’am  — don’t  bawl  him  out  for 
smoking.  After  all,  it  isn’t  bis  pipe 
that  smells  bad,  it’s  that  hot-and- 
heavy  tobacco  he  always  buys. 


CELLOPHANE 

TAPE  around  lid 


seals  flavor  in  . . . 
brings  you  tobacco 
100%  factory-fresh! 


NO  MORE  FIGHTS.  Some  friend 
switched  him  to  Sir  Walter— two 
ounces  of  cool-smokin’  hurley — 
so  mild  it  n ever  bites  the  tongue 
— and  a wife-winner  for  aroma! 


IT  SMOKES  AS  SWEET  AS  IT  SMELLS 


Just 

Look 

Upon 

This 

Page 

And 

See 


The 

Make-Up 

of 

an 

Agency. 


Merry 
Christmas, 
W.  P.  B! 


On  campus,  Henry  walked  alone, 

His  breath  made  all  the  "lovelies”  groan. 
But  then  he  took  to  Cryst-O-Mints, 

And  now  he’s  treated  like  a prince. 


\ )TflT}  AT  • Everybody’s  breath  offends  now 
|Y | | | Pi  M I » e and  then.  Let  Life  Savers  sweet- 
en and  refresh  your  breath  after 
erring,  drinking,  and  smoking. 


Wisecrack  Yourself  a Free 
Box  of  Lifesavers 

Now  your  pet  wisecracks  can  get  you  more  than  a 
grin.  Here’s  a prize  contest  where  your  funny  bone 
can  tickle  your  sweet  tooth. 

Send  us  your  best  laugh-maker.  An  attractive 
cellophane-wrapped  assortment  of  all  the  Life  Saver 
flavors  will  be  awarded  for  the  best  joke  submitted 
each  month  by  one  of  the.  students. 

Contributions  will  be  judged  by  the  editors  of  this 
publication  and  the  right  to  publish  any  joke  submitted 
is  reserved.  All  Editors’  decisions  are  final. 

How  about  that  wisecrack  you  like  to  pull?  Win 
a sweet  prize  with  it. 

THIS  MONTH'S  WINNER 
Betty  Julian 

THE  JOKE: 

Fashion  note:  There  will  be  little  change  in 
men’s  pockets  this  year. 


TUNE  IN— Sir  Walter  Raleigh  “Dog  House.”  Every 
Tuesday  night,  NBC  Red  Network, 
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PUZZLE  TREE 


Mary  says 
it  looks  like  a 


tree  — 


We  say 

it  looks  like  a 
puzzle  — 


So  go  ahead 


and  solve  it. 


(Solution  will  he  found  on  page  20) 


Horizontal  (across  to  youze) 

1.  0 say  can  you — by  the  dawn’s  early  light. 

2.  A skirt,  a femme. 

4.  Happy  and  joyous. 

6.  Parent  (hint:  not  rna) 

7.  Well  all  right. 

9.  John  Dewey  is  one. 

10.  Something  you  knock  off  cigarettes. 

11.  Railroad  on  stilts. 

13.  Oppothite  of  no. 

15.  Obiediniomoje  Gosudarstvennoje  Politicheskoje 
Upravlenie. 

17.  Diamondback  is  a good  paper. 

18.  Type  of  magazine,  such  as  Old  Line,  (plug) 

19.  To  employ. 


Vertical  (down  to  youze,  too) 

Principal  excuse  for  Christmas  Holidays. 

Fr.  3rd.  person  sing,  and  pi.  reflexive,  (see  Miss 
Wilcox) 

Comes  in  the  middle  of  an  after  dinner  speech. 
Parent  (bint : not  pa) 

A little  double  talk  and  it’s  a toy  on  a string. 

A gentle  sock. 

Roll  out  the  barrel. 

Has  two  legs,  no  appetite,  circles  under  her  eyes,  and 
a pageboy. 

Anglo-Saxon  word  meaning  to  make  clear. 

Get  off  that  dog's  tail. 

Initials  of  our  last  president. 

She’s  changing  her  mind. 

You  and  me. 


FAMOUS  FOR 
THOSE  DELICIOUS 

5c 

HAMBURGERS 

Good  Coffee  Pies 


COLLEGE  PARK 

MARYLAN D 


QUICK,  EFFICIENT, 
COUNTER  AND 
BOOTH  SERVICE 

Soft  Drinks  Pastries 
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LETTER  PERFECT 


St.  Niekolai 

c/o  Prison  Camp  No.  11 
Siberia 

Comrade  Niekolai: 

For  ten  years  I am  having  a five  year  plan  which 
confidentially  it  isn't  doing  what  1 am  expecting.  So 
1 am  purging  Moscow.  Confidentially  this  is  not  such 
a hot  idea.  So  I am  purging  again.  Plenty  of  executions 
we  are  having  which  is  okay  dokav  since  that  is  less 
people  to  starve;  no  churches  and  no  Santa  Claus  we  are 
throwing  in  to  compete  with  double  features  which 
personally  I got  no  use  for. 

That,  Comrade,  confidentially,  is  why  you  are  in  prison 
camp. 

Comes  then  not  ravolution  but  a first  class  war.  So 
we  are  a poor  people  and  we  got  troubles  with  our  five 
year  plan,  but  because  of  our  extreme  generosity  we  are 
giving  to  our  pals,  France  and  Britain,  a little  present  as 
token  of  our  esteem.  And  due  to  this  great  generosity 
we  got  no  more  tokens  of  esteem.  We  are  figuring  we 
may  need  to  give  our  new  pal  a token,  so  we  are  ap- 
preciating if  you  will  leave  one  for  Christmas.  We  got 
a good  use  for  it. 

All  is  forgiven. 

Bring  for  Adolph  a nice  new  double-cross. 

Comrade  Joe  Stalin 

Herr  Claus 

c/o  Concentration  Camp  No.  73 
Herr  Claus : 

Ach!  I got  a little  trouble  mit  my  neighbors  which 
they  haf  been  opressing  my  people.  Ach!  For  the  good 
of  the  Reich  I got  all  non-aryans  put  in  concentration 
camps.  Since  1 been  not  so  sure  just  who  iss  and  what  iss 
it  a aryan  I got  you  put  in  der  ein  also. 

All  is  forgiffen. 

For  Christmas  1 need  some  new  mines  and  U-boats, 
und  if  you  could  remoof  der  British  Islands  you  will  be 
a good  servant  of  der  Reich.  We  want  only  to  be  friends 
mit  efferybody,  but  we  iss  misunderstood — und  oppressed. 
We  will  be  understood!  So  don’t  forget  der  mines  und 
also  you  could  gill'  us  our  neighbors  for  Christmas. 

Und — please — no  more  bombs.  Or  else. 

Heil  Hitler! 

Adolph 

P.  S.  That  bum,  Stalin,  later  I vill  fix. 


Sir  Claus 

c/o  I (is  Majesty’s  Forces 
The  Sun  Never  Sels.  Inc. 

Arctic  Circle 

My  Dear  Sir  Claus: 

Allow  me  to  extend  season’s  greetings,  old  man.  And 
may  I extend  also  a slight  request.  In  these  troubled 
times  one  has  to  be  prepared  for  the  most  extreme  con- 
tingencies. What  with  bullets  and  such  bally  atrocities 
you  know.  Please  ship  me  one  gross  of  new  umbrellas. 
Thank  you. 

Neville 


Dear  Clausie, 

Sixty-three  years  ago  at  a dance,  my  boy  friend  told 
me  he  was  going  to  get  a drink  of  water.  I have  been 
waiting  for  him  to  come  back  ever  since.  Do  you  think 
I am  a sentimental,  silly  girl?  My  friends  tell  me  I have 
waited  long  enough.  So  I have  decided  not  to  wait  for 
Ormond  any  longer.  A girl  has  to  make  the  best  of  her 
opportunities— if  she  has  any.  I haven’t. 

Please  leave  me  a few  opportunities.  (I  like  'em  tall, 
dark,  and  gruesome.) 

Hopefid 


Dear  Pal  : 

It  is  my  aim  to  please  and  I think  my  public  is  getting 
kind  of  fed  with  pink  tickets.  I would  appreciate  if  you 
could  leave  something  in  that  new  ultramaroon  or  sunset  - 
on-the-Ganges  blue. 

Merry  Christmas  pal — and  you'd  better  park  your 
reindeer  in  the  men’s  parking  lot. 

Mike 


Nick : 

I hear  they  are  going  to  move  the  Diamondback  office 
near  to  civilization.  Not  that  I mind,  although  1 am  not 
exactly  civilized.  But  what  will  they  sax  about  mx 
singing?  Please  leave  about  a hundred  cubic  yards  of 
soundproofing  board. 

Gratefully  yours, 

Allan  C.  Fisher,  Jr. 

(The  bubbling  bathtub  baritone) 
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1 NEVER  HAVE 

I never  have  made  feeble  jokes  about  the  Old  Line. 

I never  have  predicted  49  to  2 scores. 

1 never  have  misspelled  the  name  of  a campus  celebrity. 

I never  have  made  excuses  for  a losing  team. 

1 never  have  used  the  term  “moral  victory”. 

1 never  have  written  misleading  club  meeting  notices. 

I never  have  overworked  the  word  “freebe”. 

I never  have  composed  a stale  editorial. 

I never  have  had  anything  accepted  by  the 
Diamondback. 

— R.  S.  R. 

* * * 

( Continued  from  page  9) 

He  remembered  the  words  he  had  told  Geneau  over  and 
over.  After  all  we  have  killed  their  men;  we  are  in  pos- 
session of  dangerous  information  that  would  result  in 
the  killing  of  many  more  of  their  men.  We  would  but 
do  the  same. 

Gary  shrugged.  Perhaps  it  was  harder  for  them.  They 
had  someone  waiting — a wife,  sons,  sweetheart,  lie  was 
alone.  He  felt  like  the  last  man  in  the  w orld  as  he  looked 
into  the  rifle  muzzles.  He  took  a deep  breath  of  cold, 
moist  air.  Rifle  bolts  clicked.  A flake  of  white  dropped 
on  his  eyelash. 

Then  suddenly  there  w as  nothing  but  a sea  of  gray-white 
snow  falling  in  silence — in  peace. 
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What  makes  you  think  she’s 
cribbing,  Professor  Beetlebrain?” 
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“Doesn’t  the  soprano  have  a large 
repertoire?” 

Yes,  and  that  dress  makes  it  look 
worse.” 

Adage 

An  optimist  is  one  whose  glass  is  half 
full;  a pessimist  is  one  whose  glass  is 
half  empty. 

a 

She  looked  as  if  she  had  been  poured 
into  her  dress  and  forgot  to  say  when. 

/Ua+uj,  the  jUiste 

“Did  you  hear  about  the  mean  army 
officer  who  was  rotten  to  The  Corps?” 

Professor:  Will  you  men  in  the 
back  of  the  room  please  stop  ex- 
changing notes? 

C.  E. : They  aren’t  notes,  sir. 
They’re  cards.  We’re  playing  bridge. 
Prof.:  Oh,  I beg  your  pardon. 

Here’s  to  happy  days — any  fool  can 
have  a good  time  at  night. 

Love 

I love  her  in  the  springtime, 

And  I love  her  in  the  fall, 

But  I love  her  round  exam  time 
The  very  best  of  all. 

Is  her  I.Q.  150? 

No,  she  has  none  at  all. 

Then  she  must  be  a phoney. 

Hell,  no — she’s  a pony  I 


Life  is  real,  life  is  earnest, 

But  the  grade  is  not  its  goal. 
Recitations  every  day 
Tend  to  grate  upon  the  soul. 

a 

They  call  her  “Mussy  Lena”  be- 
cause she’s  the  fascist  girl  in  town. 

£ 

Three  kinds  of  women: 

(1)  The  beautiful 

(2)  The  intellectual 

(3)  The  majority 

— Columns 

£ £ & 


The  three  Chinese  sisters  who  aren’t 
married: 

Tu-Yung-Tu 

Tu-Dumb-Tu 

No-Yen-Tu 

£ 

A bird  in  the  hand  is  bad  table 
manners. 

Success  has  turned  more  heads  than 
halitosis. 

ATool  and  his  money  are  some  party. 

If  you  want  to  remember  things,  tie 
a string  around  your  finger.  If  you 
want  to  forget  things,  tie  a rope  around 
your  neck. 

a 

“We’re  always  glad  to  meet  a skirt 
on  a cold  day,”  said  the  knees  as  they 
tipped  their  caps. 

The  girl  who  is  built  like  a house  has 
a good  excuse  for  getting  plastered. 


Pity  the  poor  Chinese  poet  who 
couldn’t  make  the  lime  light. 

& 

Adage 

As  an  institution,  the  bustle  has  no 
place  in  an  age  in  which  14  inches  is  the 
mean  width  of  a stadium  seat. 

£ 

When  I have  gone  from  Maryland 
The  thing  I'll  miss  a lot 
Is  technically  intangible: 

The  sleep  I never  got. 


Director:  “Have  you  ever  had  any 
stage  experience?” 

Applicant:  “Well,  I had  me  leg  in  a 
cast  once.” 

& 

Hie  Good  Old  Days 

When  fraternity  brothers  bought 
cigarettes. 

When  people  ate  things  that  came  in 
cans. 

When  divans  were  made  to  sit  on. 
When  a babe  meant  a child. 

When  puss  meant  a cat. 

When  map  meant  a geographic  chart. 
When  dope  meant  a drug. 

When  dancers  moved  their  feet. 

When  co-eds  came  home  with  the  same 
guy  they  started  out  with. 

When  people  went  to  classes. 

To  hell  with  the  good  old  days. 

a 

Hers 

Sweet  Young  Thing:  Damn! 

Old  Lady:  My  word! 

S.Y.T.:  I’m  sorry,  I didn’t  know 
l was  plagiarizing. 
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5^  Uljn’0  damr? 


Come  Christmas  we  know  you  will  be  going  to  lots  and 
lots  of  parties,  you  hope.  But  then  of  course  even  if  you 
are  not  invited  to  any  you  can  always  throw  one  yourself 
and  invite  the  Old  Line  staff.  What  night  did  you  say 
to  come?  In  either  case,  whether  the  party  is  yours  or 
someone  else’s,  this  little  tete-a-tete  will  brush  you  up 
on  your  party  etiquette  and  give  you  that  much  needed 
grain  of  oomph  that  simply  sets  parties— and  sometimes 
you — on  fire. 

At  the  shindig  don’t  be  the  fuddy-duddy  that  sits  in 
the  corner  chewing  on  a grape  seed.  Come  out,  come  out 
wherever  you  are  and  (First  get  rid  of  the  grape  seed) 
start  the  party  on  its  merry  way  with  a game  of  Spin-the- 
Christmas-tree.  This  is  a delightful  old  British  custom, 
don’tcha  know.  Before  the  game  starts  one  must  have 
that  inner  glow,  or  Christmas  spirit  that  was  always  so 
necessary  to  Yuletide  celebrations  in  Ye  Olde  Daze. 
Sometimes  they  called  it  Christmas  spirits  and  sometimes 


just  frankly  “Shoot  de  liquor  to  me,  John  boy!”  Preserve 
the  old  traditions  is  our  motto. 

Now  about  the  game  itself.  Remove  the  Christmas 
tree  from  its  moorings  to  a conspicuous  place  in  the  middle 
of  the  room.  For  our  part,  we  fail  to  see  how  a Christmas 
tree  could  help  but  be  conspicuous  no  matter  where  it 
was,  but  that  is  neither  here  nor  there.  Next  have  the 
guests  sit  in  a circle  around  the  tree,  waiting  eagerly  for 
something  to  happen.  And  it  does.  For  you  grab  the 
middle,  commonly  known  as  the  trunk  (of  the  tree.  Tsk, 
tsk.)  and  then  spin  it  with  all  your  might.  This  produces 
a charming  effect.  The  tinkling  and  crashing  of  the 
balls  against  each  other,  the  porcupine-like  action  of  the 
pine  needles,  and  the  amazed  look  on  the  faces  of  the 
guests  go  to  make  this  quite  a gay,  fascinating  moment 
for  any  party.  Then  whoever  the  angel's  trumpet  points 
to  from  the  top  branch  (or  whoever  the  tree  falls  on  top 
of)  that  girl  is  the — well,  did  you  ever  play  Spin  the 
Bottle?  Of  course  you  have,  well  the  directions  are  the 
same  for  both  games  from  then  on.  Fascinating,  isn’t  it? 
And  so  original! 

A purely  American  game  to  pep  up  the  draggy  party 
is  Phrenology,  or  reading  the  bumps  on  people’s  heads. 
One  must  be  careful  in  playing  this  however.  First  you 
must  be  sure  that  the  person  you  are  playing  the  game 
with  has  a head.  This,  of  course  is  most  important,  and 
second  only  to  this  is  that  there  must  be  something  under 
the  head,  or  what  is  generally  called  a body.  We  were 
at  a B.Y.P.U.  Convention  in  Albuquerque  one  Christmas 
and  right  in  the  middle  of  a Phrenology  game,  someone 
discovered  that  the  head  we  were  reading  at  the  moment 
had  nothing  beneath  it  but  space.  No  neck,  no  necktie, 
nobody,  just  head.  We  never  solved  the  mystery  of 
that  baffling  situation  of  the  B.Y.P.U.  Convention.  In 
fact  the  only  clue  we  had  was  that  the  boy  on  our  right 
said  the  head  looked  like  his  Uncle  Louis  from  Rahway. 

If  you  are  a girl,  and  the  party  so  far  hasn't  been  headed 
in  your  direction,  or  shall  we  be  bold  and  say  he  hasn’t 
been  headed  in  your  direction,  then  we  advise  you  to 
disguise  yourself  with  a few  sprigs  of  holly  carefully 
entwined  through  your  hair,  eyebrows,  around  your  waist, 
and  down  to  your  ankles.  Then  thus  thoroughly  disguised 
as  the  decorated  corner  cupboard,  slip  under  the  mistletoe 
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while  no  one  is  looking.  Wait.  Then  Carpe  Diem 
with  all  your  might,  as  he  passes.  You  will  not  only 
have  him  where  you  want  him,  but  with  all  the  holly, 
you  will  probably  be  stuck  with  him  all  evening. 

Suppose  you  are  giving  the  party  and  you  see  your 
guests  falling  asleep — or  could  it  be  they  are  passing  out 
on  the  sofa  and  under  tables,  what  would  you  do?  No, 
not  pass  out,  too,  but  suggest  the  perfectly  peachy  game 
called  Find-the-North-Pole.  Line  everyone  up  on  the 
lawn  and  tie  them  together  with  a good  strong  rope,  for 
you  see  they  are  going  to  do  some  climbing.  Contrary 
to  popular  opinion,  however,  the  rope  in  this  case  is  not 
to  keep  your  guests  from  falling,  but  to  keep  them  from 
running  away  before  the  game  is  over.  Now  start 
climbing,  up  the  rain  spout,  up  past  the  second  floor, 
up,  up,  to — you  guessed  it,  the  roof!  Such  fun.  The 
weather  vane  on  the  very  peak  is  the  North  Pole,  and  the 
one  who  reaches  it  first  gets  the  prize.  Of  course  there 
should  be  snow  when  you  play  this,  and  it  is  nice  to  have 
a reindeer  or  two  browsing  around  up  there  to  lend  local 
color.  An  Eskimo  helps  the  spirit  of  the  thing,  too. 
We  have  a friend  who  knows  a man  with  a brother  named 
Umchook  who  is  available  at  a reasonable  price  for  just 
such  occasions. 

The  prize  for  reaching  the  North  Pole  first  is  the  privilege 
of  sliding  down  the  chimney  before  all  the  rest.  This 
is  the  fascinating  way  of  getting  back  into  the  house. 
All  the  guests  simply  have  a grand  time  doing  it.  The 
last  party  we  attended,  we  played  this  game  and  as  the 
guests  went  down  the  chimney  one  by  one,  we  heard 
them  exclaim  as  they  slid  out  of  sight,  “Merry  Christmas 
to  all!  Goodnight!!” 

-M.  Z. 

£ 

A LESSON  IN  ARITHMETIC 

He’s  teaching  her  arithmetic 
Because  that’s  his  mission. 

He  kissed  her  once,  he  kissed  her  twice 
And  said.  “Now  that’s  addition.” 

And  as  he  added  smack  by  smack 
In  silent  satisfaction 
She  sweetly  gave  his  kisses  back 
And  said,  “Now  that’s  subtraction.” 

Then  he  kissed  her  and  she  kissed  him 
Without  any  explanation. 

They  both  together  smiled  and  said. 

“Now  that’s  multiplication.” 

But  Dad  appeared  upon  that  scene 
And  made  a quick  decision. 

He  kicked  him  three  blocks  away 
And  said,  “Now  that’s  division.” 


“Gee,  I’m  glad  it's  Christmas!” 


How  to  Tell  What  Type  of  Man  He  Is 
From  His  Dancing 

If  he  grasps  your  hand  with  an  overclasp,  he  is  domi- 
nant. 

If  he  holds  your  hand  in  his  upturned  palm  he  is  most 
easily  led. 

If  he  holds  you  lightly  and  is  agreeable,  he  is  consid- 
erate. 

If  he  strides  out,  races  with  the  music,  and  tries  new 
and  fancy  steps,  he  is  best  as  a companion. 

If  he  points  his  toes  gracefully  he  loves  himself. 

If  he  stares  into  space  and  is  one  beat  ahead  of  the  music 
he  has  an  artistic  temperament  and  is  imaginative. 

If  he  is  a “plodding”  dancer,  he  is  eccentric,  stubborn, 
obstinate,  and  sure  of  himself. 

If  he  merely  walks  all  around  he  is  dull  and  inconsiderate. 

If  he  cups  the  palm  of  his  hand  on  your  back  he  is  either 
possessive  or  jealous  and  narrow-minded. 

If  he  dances  surely,  looking  straight  ahead  he  is  stubborn 
and  stupid. 

If  he  changes  style  often,  he  is  the  type  who  makes  pro- 
gress, is  open-minded,  adaptable,  and  eternally  young. 

If  he  prefers  to  rhumba  and  tango,  he  is  easy  to  live 
with. 

— Log 

& 

Whenever  you  go  home  tight,  tell  your  wife  it’s  the 

Scotch  in  you. 
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Christmas  comes  but  once  a year, 

A fact  that's  never  fussed  me, 

For  despite  its  wealth  of  cheer, 

If  twere  oftener  1 fear, 

It  would  wholly  bust  me. 

* * * 

He — What’s  wrong  with  you  tonight?  I haven’t  heard 
a squeak  out  of  you. 

She — Well,  I’m  pretty  well  oiled. 

— Log 

* * * 

OF  COURSE 

The  sun,  shining  in  slanting  lines  through  the  window, 
gilded  all  the  objects  in  the  room.  It  fell  on  Anita’s  hair 
and  touched  each  curl  with  light.  A heavenly  picture 
it  made;  one  that  stopped  the  heart  with  reverence. 

But  then,  a shadow  cut  off  the  light.  A silhouette  was 
in  the  window,  and  only  the  sunlight  that  could  push 
itself  around  the  figure  entered  the  room. — A pair  of 
broad  shoulders,  a head  held  high,  strength  and  romance 
radiated  from  the  outline  of  masculinity.  Anita  knew 
at  once  she  was  in  love  with  the  shadow.  She  wondered 
if  the  shadow  knew  too. Of  course,  the  shadow  knows! 


NOTES  ON  THE  PRELUDE  TO  CHRISTMAS 

I was  the  night  before  Christmas;  in  a ring  round  the  door 
Those  who  could  stand  lay  down  on  the  iloor. 

Phe  stockings  were  hung  on  the  chimney  with  care 
And  filled  with  the  bottles  that  once  had  stood  there. 
Holes  in  the  rugs  where  the  butts  had  been  thrown; 

An  occasional  sigh,  an  occasional  groan; 

Corkscrews  and  bottle  caps  strewn  all  around; 

Lines  on  the  floor  where  glass  had  been  ground 
What  the  hell  kind  of  a Christmas  is  this? 

Ah,  friend  of  mine,  one  that  I don’t  want  to  miss. 

* * * 

Boss:  If  you  want  to  be  my  secretary  you’ll  have  to 
learn  how  to  sw  im. 

Demure  young  secretary:  Why? 

Boss:  Water  on  the  knee,  my  girl. 

* * * 

Zoology  instructor:  There  are  three  phyla  or  classes: 
sporozoa,  protozoa,  and  rhizopoda. 

Student:  Guess  I’m  in  the  wrong  class. 

* * * 

Ashes  to  ashes,  dust  to  dust, 

Girls  without  paint 
Are  liable  to  rust. 


. THIS  CHRISTMAS  . 

Let  us  furnish  you  with 
gifts  for  your  college 
pals  from  our  complete 
line  of  tobacco  supplies, 
jewelry,  stationery,  and 
other  attractive  articles. 

Albrecht's 

• 

Berwyn  580 

Greenwood  3838 

• 

FREE  DELIVERY 


Puzzletree  Solution 
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“Hey,  you  two,  air  raid’s  over — oh,  pardon  me!” 


THE  CHOICE 

She  spoke  to  me  gently  from  the  deep  dark  pools  of 
unfathomed  depths  which  were  her  eyes.  “The  choice 
is  yours,”  they  seemed  to  say.  There  was  that  certain 
intangible  something  in  her  manner  that  let  me  know 
that  the  time  had  arrived  for  me  to  decide.  1 was  troubled. 
How  could  1 choose  between  the  deliriously  delectable 
delights  which  she  offered  me  with  a gesture  of  passionate 
surrender  that  set  my  pulse  leaping  madly.  1 looked 
again  into  those  sultry  eyes.  “Choose,”  she  pleaded. 
How  could  1 possibly  decide.  My  heart  beat  fast  and  my 
brain  throbbed  with  insane  fury  shattering  the  barriers 
of  my  resistence.  I was  wavering  on  the  edge  of  a cliff. 
I was  sure  to  fall,  and  a little  voice  inside  me  whispered 
that  it  would  be  sweet — so  sweet.  But  I could  not 
decide.  “Choose,”  murmured  her  eyes  as  they  flashed 
a tender,  yet  desperate  appeal.  “Damn  the  woman!  why 
must  she  tempt  me,”  my  soul  cried.  Alas,  1 was  only 
human,  and  as  that  inner  voice  cried  out,  I yielded.  My 
throat  was  parched,  my  brow  was  fevered,  and  my  hand 
was  shaking  as  1 lifted  a trembling  linger  toward  her  and 
said  in  a husky  voice,  “(live  me  the  jelly  doughnut, 
waitress.'  ’ — R.  S.  R. 


SING  SONG 

1 dreamed  of  two  blue  orchids. 

Two  beautiful  blue  orchids,  last  night. 

But  what  I got  was  a corsage  of  pansies  and  sweet  peas. 

What’s  new? 

How  is  the  world  treating  you? 

It  doesn’t  treat  me  any  more,  I have  to  pay  for  what  I gel. 

I stand  at  your  gate 

And  the  song  that  l sing  is  of 

Strawberries,  blackberries,  ten  cents  a box. 

* * * 

Bert  : I call  my  girl  catchup. 

Newton:  Why? 

Bert:  Cause  she’s  pure  but  artificially  colored. 

* * * 

He  married  Helen. 

Hell  ensued. 

He  left  Helen. 

Helen  sued. 


You  don't  have  to  pull 
that  "Old  Line" 

o o o 


WOODSTOCK 

TYPEWRITERS 


O O O 

We  rent,  repair  and  sell  'em 
at  special  rates  to  U.  of  M. 
faculty  and  students. 

o o o 

WOODSTOCK  TYPEWRITER  CO. 

In  Washington — 1000  Connecticut  flve. 
In  Baltimore — 301  W.  Fayette  St. 


H aveyou  ever  noticed 
that  Camels  burn 
longer  and  give  you 
more  smoking?” 

ASKS  VAN  CAMPEN  HEILNER 
FAMOUS  GAME  AND  FISHING  AUTHORITY 


"'icuicuDer 

this  fact:  By  burning  25 % slower 
than  the  average  of  the  15  other  of 
the  largest-selling  brands  tested 
tha"  «*y  of  them- 
CAMELS  give  a smoking  plus 
equal  to 


extra  smokes 

PER  PACK! 


Above,  “VAN”  waiting  in  the  duck  blinds  for  the  “zero  hour.”  Explorer, 
sportsman,  scientist,  conservationist,  author  of  the  authoritative,  new  “A  Book  on  Duck 
Shooting,  ” Heilner  knows  the  waterfowl  flyways  from  California  to  Maine,  Alaska 
to  Mexico,  and  those  of  Europe  too.  “Van”  has  been  a Camel  smoker  for  18  years. 

You  can  tell  a lot  about  a cigarette  by  whether  it  burns  fast  or  slowly. 

Camel  cigarettes  are  noted  for  their  long  burning.  In  fact,  they  burned 
longer,  slower  than  any  other  brand,  in  recent  scientific  tests  ( see  right). 
Van  Campen  Heilner,  the  famous  American  authority  on  wild  game,  points 
out  an  interesting  angle  to  this. 

“Camels  give  more  smoking  because  they  burn  so  slowly,”  he  says.  “And 
I think  the  way  they  burn  is  a very  good  way  to  judge  the  quality  of  ciga- 
rettes too.  I notice  this  about  Camels— I can  smoke  them  steadily  and  they- 
still  taste  smooth  and  cool,  and  my  mouth  feels  fresh— not  dry— with  no 
throat  irritation.  Camels  are  mild,  flavory.  They  give  more  genuine  pleasure 
per  puff— and  more  puffs  per  pack.”  Turn  to  Camels.  Get  extra  smoking  per 
pack— topped  off  with  the  delicate  taste  of  choice  quality  tobaccos.  For  con- 
tentment-smoke Camels! 


Cigarettes  were  compared  recently 
• ■■sixteen  of  the  largest-selling 
brands  . . . under  the  searching  tests 
of  impartial  laboratory  scientists 

findings  were  announced  as  follows: 

1 CAMELS  were  found  to  con- 

WFTrH^?REuT0BACC0  BY 
WEIGHT  than  the  average  for  the 

15  other  of  the  largest-selling 
brands.  6 

O CAMELS  BURNED  SLOW- 
~ ER  THAN  ANY  OTHER 

Fra?S7msted~25%  slow- 

™AN  THE  average 

time  OF  THE  15  OTHER  OF 

the  largest-selling 

BRANDS!  By  burning  25% 
slower,  on  the  average,  Camels 

cvern'nA0kerS  the  e<fu‘valent  of  5 
EXTRA  SMOKES  PER  PACK! 

3 S®T  tests>  CAMELS 

HELD  THEIR  ASH  FAR 
LOSCCe  thl„  the  „e„ee™ 

for  all  the  other  brands. 

Don’t  deny  yourself  the  pleasure  of 
smoking  Camels,  the  quality  ciga- 
rette every  smoker  can  afford. 

PENNY  FOR  PENNY 
VO  UR  BEST 
CIGARETTE 
BUY! 


MORE  PLEASURE  PER  PUFF.  ..  MORE  PUFFS  PER  PACK! 


Copyright.  1939.  R.  J. 

Winston-Sale 


Reynolds  Tobacco 
m.  North  Carolina 


Company 


C A M ELS  — Long  - Burning  Costlier  Tobaccos 


\ 

Motto  for  this  Impoverissue : 

“The  storms  of  wintry  time  will  quickly  pass. 
And  one  unhounded  Spring  encircle  all.” 
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OLCe  OF  THE  CAMPUS 


y: 


YOU’LL  find  that  warm  hand-clasp  and  campus 
congeniality”  at  the  Willard.  When  you’re  in 
town  meet  the  "varsity”  crowd  at  one  of  these  convenient 
Willard  rooms  .... 


For  Music  Maryland  Students  Chose 
Glen  Gray — for  Hotel  Service  Their 
Choice  Is  The  Willard. 


COFFEE  SHOP 

Popular  Priced 
Food  Specialties 


WILL  A II O CORNER 

Exclusive  Cocktail  Room 
for  Ladies  and  Gentlemen 


KOl  iXO  KOItlN 

Men’s  Grill 

Cozy  Men’s  Rally  Room 


The 

WILLARD  HOTEL 

14th  and  Pennsylvania  Avenue 
H.  P.  Somerville,  Managing  Director 
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Go  Alone  and  Al,  the 
old  fashioned  way. 

Of  course  it's  just  a 

pose  so  turn  to  page  16 
and  see 
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Glen  G ray  and  his  Casa  Loina  band, 
of  whom  you'll  be  seeing  quite  a bit 
tonight  and  tomorrow  night,  are  a 
unique  group  in  many  respects.  Not 
the  least  is  their  knack  of  forecasting 
the  public’s  taste  in  music.  Back  in 
1931,  the  public  was  idolizing  sweet 
music  and  its  makers.  Guy  Lombardo 
was  setting  the  music  style  of  the  day, 
and  America  was  almost  entirely  sweet 
music  conscious.  But  during  the  very 
time  that  sweet  music  was  at  its 
height,  the  Casa  Lomans  were  playing 
the  current  craze  of  the  nation,  swing. 
It  was  during  this  time  that  the 
country  first  began  to  hear  the  now 
famous  Casa  Loma  Stomp,  White 
Jazz,  Black  Jazz,  and  many  other 
stomp  numbers  typical  of  the  band  at 
that  time. 

Their  revolunt  ionary  style  of  playing 
soared  Casa  Loma  to  the  top  among 
the  bands  of  the  country.  They  have 
remained  there  ever  since,  but  today 
they  are  not  considered  a swing  band. 
Instead,  they  have  begun  to  swing  the 
pendulum  in  the  other  direction.  The 
band  now  emphasizes  slow,  danceable 
tempos,  but  it  still  ranks  just  as  high 
as  ever  in  the  eyes  of  the  public. 
Likewise,  it  still  ranks  high  in  the 
estimation  of  musicians,  for,  while 
their  accent  is  on  sweet,  the  Casa 
Lomans  still  are  capable  of  dispensing 
music  that  measures  up  to  the  most 
exacting  requirements  of  good  swing. 

Swing  did  not  become  truly  popular 
in  America  until  1936,  By  playing  it 
in  1931,  Glen  Gray  and  his  crew  were 
five  years  ahead  of  their  time.  If  this 
is  taken  as  a portent,  the  band’s 
switch  to  sweet  may  be  significant. 
Only  time  will  tell. 

Another  feature  of  Casa  Loma  is  the 
fact  that  its  members  are  formed  into 
a corporation,  legal  in  every  respect. 
The  corporation  was  officially  formed 
in  April  of  1930,  with  Glen  Gray  as  its 
president.  Ever  since,  with  but  a few 
changes — in  personnel,  the  band  has 
continued  as  incorporated. 


During  the  past  ten  years,  the  Casa 
Lomans  have  waxed  many  fine  records. 
Probably  those  most  typical  of  its 
style  are: 

Under  a Blanket  of  Blue, 

Brunswick  No.  6581 

It’s  the  Talk  of  the  Town, 

Brunswick  No.  6626 

Casa  Loma  Stomp, 

Victor  No.  24256 

Smoke  Kings, 

Decca  No.  1473 

Memories  of  You, 

Decca  No.  1672 

The  featured  performers  of  the  band 
include  Sonny  Dunham,  an  oddity 
among  musicians  in  that  lie  plays  both 
trumpet  and  trombone.  It  is  his 
trumpet  for  which  he  is  famous, 
however.  He  is  recognized  as  one  of 
the  finest  men  in  the  business.  The 
featured  vocalists  of  the  band  are 
Kenny  Sargent  and  Walter  “Peewee” 
Hunt.  Sargent  plays  tenor  sax  and 
handles  the  sweet  vocals,  while  Hunt 
renders  the  novelty  and  hot  vocals,  in 
addition  to  playing  trombone. 
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Three 


THE 


One  good  thing  about  vacations 
besides  catching  up  with  lost  relatives 
and  schoolmates,  is  meeting  new  people 
that  pop  up  for  two  hours  at  some- 
body’s house  and  never  appear  again 
until  the  following  Christmas  vacation. 

Our  favorite  pop  up  for  Christmas, 
1939,  we  shall  call  simply  Nils.  Nils 
proved  to  be  a very  charming  young 
man  who  delights  in  falconry  as  a 
pastime.  The  sport  seemed  interesting 
enough  until  he  told  us  about  the 
prey  they  use  for  their  falcons,  then 
it  took  a gruesome  turn.  It  seems 
that  the  lowly  pigeon  in  the  park  is 
the  number  one  delicacy  with  the 
smartest  of  birds.  So  the  owner  goes 
nonchalantly  into  the  park  at  Dupont 
Circle  with  a bag  of  peanuts.  He 
coyly  lures  the  cooing  bird  on,  and 
just  as  she  works  up  a good  drool  over 
a peanut,  presto,  the  owner  whips  out 
with  a fast  left,  snatches  the  bird 
under  his  arm,  and  makes  off  for 
home  and  the  falcon. 

“But  isn't  it  hard  to  get  enough 
pigeons?”  we  asked. 

“Heavens  no,”  replied  Nils.  “I 
know  a women  who  came  home  with 
twenty  under  her  fur  coat  once.” 

We  wanted  to  hang  around  and  wait 
till  Nils  left  to  see  if  he  too  wore  a 
fur  coat,  but  now  we  ll  have  to  wait 
till  next  Christmas. 

Itch  . . . 

It  was  at  a veddy  veddy  girls' 
school  we  know  in  Philadelphia  that 
this  distressing  incident  occurred.  The 


building  which  served  as  the  dormitory 
was  a large  and  very  Victorian  town 
house,  complete  with  cornices,  gables 
and  the  wild  life  that  comes  with  them. 
Life  among  the  young  ladies  at  the 
school  went  on  at  a very  refined  pace 
until  one  week  in  the  middle  of  the 
year  when  suddenly  all  the  girls  on 
the  third  floor  began  acting  most 
peculiarly.  They  couldn’t  sit  still, 
they  were  constantly  taking  baths, 
and  between  time  they — well  they 
scratched. 

The  young  ladies  tried  to  keep  the 
matter  secret,  but  the  situation  became 
so  acute  that  the  housemother  got 
definite  wind  of  it  and  promptly 
began  an  investigation.  She  covered 
everything  from  barber’s  itch  to  dag- 
gers, but  there  seemed  to  be  no  answer. 

Then  one  day  the  plumber  was  up 
on  the  itching  floor  puttering  around 
with  a pipe,  when  the  housemother 
entered. 

“How  are  you  getting  along?” 

“Lissen,  lady,”  he  said,  “I  don’t 
ask  much,  but  darned  if  I'll  work  in 
a room  with  pigeonliee!” 

Name  . . . 

We’ve  forgotten  the  name  of  the 
picture,  but  it  played  at  the  Hyatts- 
ville  theatre  a few  weeks  ago,  and  all 
we  know  about  it  is  what  we  read  on 
the  marquee,  which  was  that  Pat 
O’Brine  was  playing  in  it.  We  thought 
that  would  be  enough  for  a spot  in 
the  New  Lien. 


Bomb  . . . 

The  dusky  picker  upper  that  breaks 
easels  and  spills  paint  in  our  uncle’s 
studio  in  Chicago  turned  out  to  be 
a man  of  unusual  letters  w hen  he  left 
this  literary  gem  under  the  door  last 
Tuesday: 

Well  Mr.  St.  Claire 
I am  some  what  sorry  that  this  has 
occurred,  but  there  have  been  a 
misunder  standing.  I thought  that 
I were  to  be  paid  weekly  for  my  work 
which.  I did  receive  up  until  three 
weeks  ago.  sence  that  time  I have  not 
seen  or  heard  of  any  thing  sence.  So 
l feel  that  you  must  be  displease  with 
my  work  otherwise  this  would  not 
have  occurred.  You  could  call  me 
where  I work  at  superior  0800.  & tell 
me  when  I can  bring  your  Ivey  to  you 
if  there  is  some  displeasement  about 
the  work. 

Charley  Love 

Fry  . . . 

Out  in  the  grammar  school  in  Silver 
Spring,  there  is  one  little  artist  (Grade 
One)  who  included  his  partner's  shoe 
soles  in  the  paint  job  he  was  doing 
on  the  work  table,  thus  forcing  the 
partner  to  spend  the  rest  of  the  after- 
noon sitting  on  the  table.  But  honors 
greater  than  his  should  go  to  the  boy 
soprano  in  the  same  grade  who  for 
four  weeks  before  the  holiday,  when- 
ever the  class  sang  Away  in  a Manger, 
let  out  with  a loud: 

"The  little  George  Jesus  asleep  in 
the  hay.” 


Four 
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'NIGHT  FRIGHT 


We  were  stringing  up  the  first  few  banners,  when  people 
began  pouring  into  the  stands. 

“Oh  well,”  1 thought,  “they’re  so  busy  they'll  never 
notice  us.  Hand  me  an  orange  one,  Ray,  we  gotta  finish 
decorating  this  colosseum.” 

I reached  back  for  it,  but  all  I got  was  a handful  of  air. 
There  was  Ray,  rushing  for  a front  row  seat,  so  I followed 
him. 

Through  the  honking  of  horns,  the  blowing  of  whistles, 
the  puffing  of  worn  out  players,  I gathered  that  we  were 
handing  Western  Maryland  a beating.  Suddenly  there 
was  a deafening  cheer,  then  silence. 

I nudged  Ray.  “What’s  the  matter?”  I asked. 
“What  are  we  waiting  for?” 

“We’re  on.  They’re  all  waiting  for  the  show?” 

“What  show?” 

“All  University  Night  of  course.  Why  do  you  suppose 
we  had  all  those  meetings?” 

“Did  we  decide  what  to  have?  I thought  you  went 
to  the  meetings.” 

“Who,  me?” 

“We  can’t  just  sit  here,  Give  ’em  anything  we’ve  thought 
of.  We  gotta  have  a show.” 

Then  I remembered — sure — University  Night.  Show. 
Start  with  a blackout,  then  the  band,  girls,  flags,  costumes, 
action!  Why  it  would  be  the  greatest  thing  during 
Gone  With  the  Wind! 

From  the  lobby  by  Ship’s  office  came  a loud  and  com- 
forting roll  of  the  drum. 

“Thank  heaven,  here  it  comes.” 

The  lights  went  out  and  a bright  spot  was  trained  on 
a little  man  holding  a potted  plant  in  his  arms.  To  the 
roll  of  the  drum,  he  started  up  the  floor.  In  perfect 
rhythm  he  paced  the  length  of  it,  stepped  onto  the  stage 
walked  to  one  corner,  and  put  down  the  palm. 

“Hey,  Mr.  Williams,  you  want  it  here?” 

“Music,  Herr  Siebeneichen,  drown  him  out!" 

A crash  of  the  cymbals — a flood  of  light  on  the  west 
entrance.  But  what  was  this? 

“Mein  lieb  Herr  Otto,  where  are  your  players?" 

“Sie  sind  zu  Solomon’s  fur  ein  oyster  roast  gegehen! 
Wir  haben  nur  ein  glockenspiel." 

Ting,  boom,  crash.  Out  came  the  three  pieces. 

“Please,  boys,  only  one  chorus  of  Organ  Grinder 
Swing.” 

Round  and  round  they  filed,  the  bell,  the  crash,  and 
the  boom,  forming  figure  ones  and  letter  eyes  all  over  the 
floor.  Finally  the  drum  beat  a quick  step  and  the  other 


two  marched  up  into  an  empty  block  of  seats,  and  with 
one  last  crash,  sat  down. 

“Dear  Heaven,  send  in  a show.” 

The  metallic  sigh  of  the  p.a.  system  breathed  into  the 
still  air.  “Testing  one,  two,  three,  woof,  five,  six — ” 
“Stop,  you  fools,  we  have  a show  here.” 

“On  the  cash  side  of  Seventh  Street.  Off  with  the 
blanket  up  with  the  window  on  with  the  day.  Stretch — 
“Cut,  cut.  Get  that  thing  off,  we  got  a show  coming.” 
A high  hysterical  cry  from  the  east  entrance  gave  us 
fair  warning.  Up  came  the  lights.  Then  like  a mob  of 
angry  Chippewas,  out  tore  twenty-two  husky  young 
ladies  in  yellow  rompers  and  brown  togas,  wielding 
hockey  sticks  madly  around  them  as  they  came.  Like 
a plack  of  hornets  they  tore  around  after  the  ball,  slamming 
the  press  box,  the  people  in  Row  A,  one  another,  and 
chanting  insanely  the  while,  “wouldn’t  let  us  play  last 
year,  wouldn’t  let  us  play  the  year  before.”  Slam, 
crash,  “Go  it,  Swanee,  get  in  there,  Shammy!” 
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Five 


“Joel,  cut  the  lights,  give  us  a blackout!” 

Good  and  true  old  Joel.  He  cut  them,  and  the  last 
we  saw  were  brown  togas,  forty  four  of  them  flying  out 
the  west  door.  1 mopped  my  brow  as  a soft  blue  light 
came  up  on  a man  in  the  front  row.  He  rose  and  cleared 
his  throat. 

“Now  the  involuntary  muscles,”  he  began  softly,  “are 
the  unstriated  ones,  but  the  voluntary  muscles  have 
striations  by  the  tons,  the  involuntary  muscles  are  the 
unstriated  ones,  but  the  voluntary  muscles  have  striations 
by  the  tons.” 

The  crowd  up  in  the  bleachers  “are  the  unstriated 
ones”  were  echoing  the  lecturer  with  “striations  by 
the  tons.” 

“The  involuntary  muscles  are  the  unstriated 
ones — ” 

Girls!  We  needed  girls!  This  little  man  was  turning 
our  show  into  a zoology  class,  and  we  hadn't  had  any 
girls  yet.  Where  were  those  girls  with  the  FLAGS!  ! 

I blessed  the  lonely  drum  as  it  started  on  a rhythmic 
roll.  Girls  in  white  evening  dresses  began  to  form  a 
line  across  the  lobby  entrance.  Two,  four  six,  eight 
deep,  as  many  as  could  fit  into  the  lobby.  The  glocken- 
piel  chimed  out  Girl  in  the  Heart  of  Maryland. 

The  girls  started  slowly  forward,  as  if  they  were  on 
wheels.  Into  the  Colosseum  they  wove,  their  banners 
floating  behind  them  gracefully.  There  were  so  many 
of  them  that  by  the  time  the  first  were  at  the  end  of  the 
floor,  there  were  still  countless  girls  in  white  waiting 
to  float  in.  Yet  in  they  still  crammed,  room  or  no. 
After  the  floor  was  solid  with  young  ladies,  white  dresses, 
and  banners,  (and  they  were  glorious)  it  became  necessary 
for  the  first  to  turn  back  or  be  run  into  the  stands.  The 
floating  ten  on  the  front  row  jerked  to  sharp  lefts  and 
fell  flat  on  their  decoders.  Horror  of  horrors-  they 
had  all  been  mounted  on  unicycles,  and  the  upset  of  the 
first  ten  threw  the  rest  of  the  wheeling  troup  into  such 
confusion,  that  it  resulted  in  a mass  scramble  of  trains, 
wires,  wheels,  and  flagpoles.  The  floor  looked  like  Ml. 
Etna  in  action. 

Round  and  round  that  eolosseum  whirled,  the  lights 
played  tricks.  “Here  Mr.  Williams,  ting,  boom,  crash 
Testing  one — Wouldn’t  let  us  play.  The  involuntary 
muscles  are  the  unstriated  ones,  but  the  voluntary 
muscles  have  striations  by  the  tons!  The  people 
in  the  stands  screamed  with  the  complete  freedom  of  it  all. 

“At  last”  I screamed,  “the  audience  really  appreciates 
our  show.” 

* * * 

“What  did  you  say?” 

“W  ho  me?  I didn't  say  anything.  Hand  me  an  orange 
one  Ray.” 


Bubbles 

I thought  the  Grill  was  a place  where  they 
Toasted  cheese  sandwiches  the  old-fashioned  way; 

I thought  Rock  Creek  Park  was  a beautiful  place 
With  sunlight  and  flowers  and  plenty  of  space; 

1 thought  my  advisor  a dear  old  man 

With  smiles  of  encouragement  etched  on  his  pan: 

I thought  that  you  ate  in  the  dining  hall, 

And  sometimes,  on  Sundays,  even  had  a meatball; 

I thought  the  dorm  a cloister  serene 
With  study  and  rest  as  its  only  theme: 

I thought  the  Diamondback  staff  high  class, 

They  could  put  out  a sheet  that  at  least  would  pass. 
1 learned. 

—A.  P. 


“Oh  peachy — a sci’een  test!" 

Blue 

I am  blue  as  the  glaze  of  your  critical  gaze 
And  as  dry  as  a crumbling  leaf. 

I'm  a grossly  superfluous  object  in  volume, 
In  actual  content  I'm  brief. 

1 am  even  more  drab  than  a five  o'clock  lab, 
The  result  of  a twelve  o’clock  cram. 

Oh,  doctor,  be  kind,  for  soon  you  will  find 
What  a blue  little  blue  book  I am. 


Six 
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How  NOT  to  be  a leap  year  shut  in — 

ill  seven  easy  lessons 


Leap  year  is  here  and  according  to 
the  best  traditions  it  is  time  for  the 
males  of  the  species  to  relax  for  366 
days  and  let  the  women  make  fools 
of  themselves.  But  men  (yes,  you 
too),  this  being  on  the  wrong  end  of 
the  fish  hook  is  an  art.  \ou  don't 
just  open  the  front  door  and  sit  on 
the  sofa  and  wait  for  the  attack.  You 
have  to  be  crafty  and  coy.  One  or 
a combination  of  several  of  the  methods 
outlined  below  should  help  you.  If 
not,  try  Vitamin  A. 

METHOD  1 

The  first  method  is  time-tested,  but 
still  good.  It  is  a sure  method  of 
introducing  yourself  to  one  of  the 
opposite  sex.  Method  One  is  the 
“drop  your  room  mate's  handkerchief  " 
method.  If  she  is  any  kind  of  a lady 


By  Barrimore  X.  Depew 

she  will  pick  it  up,  and  she  should  give 
it  back  to  you.  If  she  fails  to  do 
either  of  these  then  you  are  well  off 
with  only  the  loss  of  your  room  mate’s 
handkerchief,  because  she  is  not  the 
sort  of  person  you  should  meet.  If 
necessary  you  can  use  your  own 
handkerchief  if  you  have  one. 

METHOD  2 

Method  two  is  much  more  subtle 
and  involves  a considerable  knowledge 
of  psychology.  If  you  think  she  is 
thinking  of  asking  you  to  the  taffee 
pull  and  clambake  Saturday  night  but 
is  not  quite  sure  whether  to  ask  you 
or  not,  then  use  procedure  2.  By 
dextrous  choice  of  words,  slyly  put 
her  into  a cynical  frame  of  mind;  then 
she  will  pop  the  momentous  question. 
Technically  this  is  known  as  the 


“C'mon,  sis,  take  me  out,  what  the 
hell  can  you  lose?”  attitude.  The 
method  requires  practice  and  as  may 
be  seen  depends  on  its  success  on  her 
thinking,  “Yes,  what  the  hell  can  I 
lose?” 

METHOD  3 

Another  very  clever  method  of 
beginning  a conversation,  which  just 
oozes  with  personality  and  quaint 
charm,  is  the  “shy  lad  from  Eastern 
Shore”  approach  or  the  “uh — nice 
day-  uh — isn’t  it?  Or  is  it?”  This 
may  be  modified  to  fit  the  occasion. 
Suggested  alternatives  are: 

“Uh — nice  evening — uh — isn't  it?” 

“Uh — not  a very  nice — uh — day — 
is  it?” 

“Uh — not  a very  nice — uh — evening 
— is  it?” 

The  latter  two  are  especially  effective 
if  the  weather  is  inclement. 

METHOD  4 

Number  four  is  the  “rapt  attention 
you  are  my  wonderful  hero”  system. 
Make  her  think  you  are  interested  in 
what  she  is  saying.  Roll  your  eyes 
and  exclaim  every  now  and  then, 
when  you  think  it  is  appropriate,  ooh! 
or  even  ug!  ug!  Pull  your  bubble 
gum  into  long  strings  and  tie  knots 
in  it  and  even  blow  an  occasional 
bubble  and  pop  it  loudly  to  show  your 
excitement.  Then  when  she  stops  to 
breathe  look  at  her  with  that  “you 
wonderful  wonderful  woman”  smile. 

If  handled  properly  this  method 
cannot  fail. 

METHOD  5 and  6 

For  greater  effect  these  two  methods 
of  attracting  the  opposite  sex  have 
been  combined  into  a double  feature. 
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They  form  the  “haven’t  we  lots  in 
common  don’t  give  her  time  to  say 
a word  so  she  won’t  know  what’s 
happening”  system.  Something  like: 

“Do  you  like  Shakespeare?  1 just 
adore  Shakespeare.  I think  he’s  got 
culture  if  you  know  what  I mean  but 
of  course  you  do.  I think  Hamlet — he 
did  write  Hamlet  didn’t  lie — is  simply 
divine,  don’t  you.  And  all  those 
others,  they're  just  wonderful  loo,  like 
Mac-whatever-his-name-was  and  — oh 
— all  those  plays  he  wrote.  I can't 
imagine  why  but  I’m  terribly  hungry. 
And  l just  despise  Longfellow — 

Or: 

“Well!  You  play  hockey,  eh? 
Haven’t  we  a lot  in  common?  1 guess 
we’re  the  athletic  type.  I had  a 
cousin  once  who  broke  his  left  tibia — 
I think  that’s  in  the  leg  somewhere — 
playing  football  and  the  man  next 
door  in  my  home  town  used  to  play 
professional  baseball  and  me,  well,  1 
roll  a pretty  mean  game  of  Chinese 
checkers.  Gee,  I don’t  know  why 
but  I’m  starved.  And  my  father  was 
on  Harvard’s  track  team 

METHOD  7 

Known  simply  as  the  “romantic” 
approach. 

“Darling,  you  know  1 wouldn't  lie 
to  you.  You’re  so — so  different.  Your 
voice  is  like  the  silver  chimes  on  the 
A & S Building,  your  hair  the  color 
of  ROTC  uniforms  gleaming  in  the 
sunlight,  and  your  eyes  and  lips — 
Did  you  say  the  Christmas  Rossburg, 
1944?  Why,  darling.  I’d  love  to — 

If  none  of  the  above  produce  the 
desired  results  try  lionized  Yeast. 
Or  of  course  you  can  slug  the  pro- 
spective victim  on  the  back,  then  say 
“Say,  babe,  howz  about  you’n  me 
havin’  a date?”  And  the  hell  with 
leap  year. 

It’s  silly  anyway. 


The  student  gets  the  magazine, 

The  school  gets  the  fame, 

The  printer  gets  the  money, 

The  editor  gets  the  blame. 

— Buccaneer 


“My  Gawd,  I've  won  a set  of  the 
Ency cl  opedia  B r i 1 1 a nica ! ” 


“Waiter,  there's  a fly  in  my  soup.” 
“The  poor  thing  must  have  lost  its 
balance.  It  was  sitting  on  the  rim  of 
the  bowl  when  I brought  your  soup 
in.” 

There  is  nothing  that  I hate 
Like  a date 

Who  starts  to  say  goodnight 
In  fright 

When  you  just  get  her  in  the  car. 

It  will  mar 

A whole  evening  for  me 
But  she 

Knows  damn  well 
I'll  kiss  her  if  I can. 

But  there  is  one  thing  I hate  more: 
She  is  the  bore 
Who  will  readily  slap  my 
Face  if  I try. 

— N.  H. 


COLOR  CROSSED 

Jim  always  did  like  loud  colors. 
You  might  call  that  his  undoing. 

There  wasn’t  any  doubt  in  anybody’s 
mind  that  if  Mr.  Crump  had  been 
murdered,  Jim  had  done  it.  It  was 
a distinct  case  of  poisoning;  anyone 
with  a whit  of  medical  knowledge  could 
tell  that,  but  the  main  idea  was  to 
find  out  how  it  had  been  done.  The 
detective  was  at  a standstill.  He  kept 
walking  from  one  end  of  the  circle  of 
people  to  the  other.  Jim  was  on  my 
side  of  the  room,  flanked  by  two 
burly  policemen.  He  looked  like  a 
rainbow:  green  suit,  yellow  shoes, 

purple  tie. 

The  silence  was  stopped  by  the 
doorbell.  Mrs.  Crump  walked  to  the 
door,  talked  for  a minute  then  came 
back. 

She  handed  the  detective  an  en- 
velope. “The  postman  gave  this  to 
me,”  she  said.  “It  was  refused  at  the 
Post  Office  because  of  the  stamp. 
Maybe  it  might  help." 

Phe  three  cent  stamp  on  the  envelope 
was  red.  It  had  evidently  been  dis- 
colored in  some  manner.  The  detec- 
tive carefully  tore  the  stamp  from  the 
envelope  and  looked  at  it  closely  under 
a light.  He  lifted  it  to  his  nose  and 
smelled  it. 

“This  is  how  Crump  was  killed”, 
he  said,  looking  around  the  room. 
“Somebody  sprinkled  poison  on  the 
back  of  this  stamp  and  Crump  licked 
it.  It  was  such  a strong  chemical 
that  it  turned  the  stamp  red.”  Then 
he  looked  straight  at  Jim. 

So  did  we. 

There,  on  his  purple  tie,  where  he 
had  wiped  his  fingers  on  it.  was  a big 
red  blot. 

N.  H. 


1st  Stinko — “You  know  the  wooden 
Indian  down  by  the  corner?  " 

2nd  Stinko — “Yesli.” 

1st  Stinko — “Well,  he  don't  know 
you.” 
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P>iG*n  SlipspesiA, 


By  Judy  Woodring 


Martha's  closet  was  dark,  and  on  the 
air  was  the  faint  aroma  of  the  delicate 
gardenia  perfume  she  always  wore.  A 
shoe  bag  on  the  door  was  weighted 
down  with  ail  kinds  of  shoes.  In  one 
of  the  pockets  a pair  of  dainty  gold 
evening  slippers  were  stuffed.  They 
were  just  waking  up  after  a sleep  of 
several  weeks  and  started  musing  to 
themselves. 

“Gosh,  I wonder  when  Martha’s 
going  to  go  to  a formal  dance  again. 
I could  really  go  in  for  some  hot  swing. 
Kind  of  chilly  in  here. 

“Martha  must  be  up  to  something, 
the  way  1 hear  her  rushing  around 
out  there.  Boy!  That  “In  the  Mood” 
on  the  radio  really  makes  me  wish 
I were  out  somewhere  beating  it  out! 
Hep!  Hep! 

“Well,  I'll  be!  Wishing  does  make 
it  so!  Here  she’s  taking  me  out  of 
this  old  bag  and  putting  me  on  her 
feet.  Does  she  look  swell!  She’ll 
really  knock  her  date  cold,  whoever 
he  is.  Hope  it’s  Dick.  1 like  his 
shoes  better  than  the  others. 

“Wonder  where  we’re  going.  Wait 
— one  of  her  sorority  sisters  said  some- 
thing about  the  Junior  Prom.  The 
best  dance  of  the  year!  Am  I glad 
she  didn’t  choose  to  wear  her  silver 
slippers. 

"Hey,  Martha,  your  date’s  here. 


She's  ready  on  time  for  once.  I like 
the  carpet  on  these  steps.  Yeah,  it’s 
Dick  all  right,  I recognize  that  scuff 
on  his  right  shoe.  Wonder  if  she’s 
going  steady  with  him  yet.  Never 
can  tell  about  these  Maryland  kids — 
they  fall  in  and  out  so  easy. 

“Gee — snow  and  ice  on  the  ground. 
Good  thing  Dick  has  a heater  in  his 
car.  Well,  we’re  off. 

“Ah,  sweet  music  on  the  radio  . . . 
Takes  a long  time  to  get  there  . . . 
Guess  we’re  parking  now,  the  way  the 
car’s  jerking  around. 

“Some  sitzy  place.  Where  are — oh 
— that  door  mat  said  Willard  on  it. 

“Nice  dance  floor  and  that  orchestra 
is  really  all  right.  Glen  Gray,  huh. 
The  Juniors  are  doing  okay  by  them- 
selves. Mobs  of  people  here.  Pretty 
cro — ouch!  ! ! 3%  &(’  ” Say  Dick 
take  it  easy!  You  really  stepped  on 
me  that  time! 

“I’m  sure  glad  most  of  the  music  is 
sweet  swing.  This  jitterbug  jive  is 
hard  on  me — but  definitely!  This 
promenade  stuff  is  fun  . . . “Home 
Sweet  Home” — guess  it's  time  to 
leave. 

“Snow  and  ice  again.  Feels  good 
after  sliding  and  jumping  around  for 
hours.  Martha  and  Dick  are  really 
talking  over  who  was  with  who  . . . 


“Were  stopping.  Where  in  the 
heck  are  we?  Lot  of  bright  lights. 
What  are  you  putting  that  window 
down  for,  Dick?  It’s  cold!  Who’s 
that  fellow  asking  what  you’ll  have? 
Oh,  I catch — this  is  the  A & W . . . 
Sounds  as  though  you’re  getting  the 
last  drops  of  those  milk  shakes. 

“Soon  as  the  boy  gets  that  tray 
we  ll  be  off  for  campus  . . . They’re 
both  kind  of  quiet  now.  Getting 
sentimental,  I guess,  ’cause  they're 
holding  hands,  and  Glenn  Miller's 
playing  “Faithful  Forever"  on  the 
radio. 

“Say,  we’re  stopping  again.  \\  onder 
what  for  this  time.  No  lights  in  fact, 
quite  the  opposite.  What’s  up? 
Martha’s  toes  are  squirming.  I think 
I’ll  take  a peek  from  under  this  net 
dress  and  see  w hat's  going  on.  \\  hoops! 
Pardon  me  while  1 blush!  . . . Hey! 
The  fellow  on  the  radio  just  said  it's 
3:45.  Dick,  you'd  better  whip  over 
to  the  house  or  Martha  will  be  late. 
Oh  -you  “must  have  one  more  kiss, 
kiss,  kiss”.  Well  make  it  snappy. 

“Back  in  the  house  now  and  it  s 
all  over.  Just  throw  me  on  the  floor, 
Martha;  1 know  that’s  what  you’ll  do. 

“Ho,  hum.  1 wish  they’d  break  up 
that  bull  session  and  go  to  bed  so 
I could  get  some  sleep  too.  Awfully 
sleepy  . . .” 
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Professor — “Didn't  you  have  a sister 
in  this  course  last  year?" 

Student — “No  sir,  it  was  I.  I’m 
taking  it  over  again." 

Prof. — “Extraordinary  resemblance, 
1 1 lough — ext  raord  inary." 

Gypsy  Rose  Lee  may  not  under- 
stand parliamentary  law,  but  she  can 
certainly  put  a motion  before  the 
house. 

Headache — Say,  can  you  give  me 
something  for  my  head? 

Druggist — I wouldn’t  take  it  as  a 
gift. 

Exchange 


“How’d  you  make  out  on  that 
organic  quizz?” 


Two  mosquitoes  once  lit  on  the 
features 

Of  two  fair  and  peroxided  creatures. 
When  asked  by  what  right, 

They  replied,  "We  re  not  tight, 

We  re  just  seeing  the  game  from 
the  bleachers."  Pelican. 

Then  there’s  the  little  duckling  who 
was  terribly  embarrassed  because  his 
lirst  pants  were  down. 

Don't  pity  the  coed 
Who  didn’t  have  to  worry 
About  getting  an  “A”  because 
The  professor  marked  on  the  curve. 


Ala+uj,  *1 lie  Jli+ie. 


There  was  an  old  man  from  Nantucket 
Who  kept  all  his  cash  in  a bucket ; 

But  his  daughter,  named  Nan 
Ran  away  with  a man — 

And  as  for  the  bucket,  Nantucket. 


Student  (to  farmer):  Do  insects 

ever  get  in  your  corn? 

Farmer:  Yes,  but  we  just  fish  ’em 

out  and  drink  it  anyway. 


Thirty  days  hath  Septober, 

April,  June,  and  Nowonder, 

All  the  rest  have  peanut  butter, 

Except  Pasadena  and  it  has  the 
Rose  Bowl. 


Scientists  have  definitely  proved  that 
the  bumble  bee  has  not  enough  wing 
space  with  which  to  fly.  However, 
the  bumble  bee  does  not  know  this 
and  flys  anyway. 

— \\  idow 


Ruth:  “How  does  your  brother 

stand  the  heat?” 

Ben:  “1  don’t  know.  He’s  only 

been  dead  a week.” 


A business  man  who  made  it  a point 
always  to  get  full  value  for  his  money 
complained  to  his  optician  that  his 
new  glasses  were  not  nearly  strong 
enough. 

"But  they’re  No.  1 type,”  said  the 
optician 

"What  comes  next  to  number  one?” 

“Number  two,  sir.” 

"And  after  that?”  asked  t le  business 
man. 

"After  that,  sir,  you  buy  a dog.” 

— T opper 


Adam  and  Even  in  the  Garden  had 
had  a pretty  hard  day  naming  the 
animals. 

“Well,  Eve,”  says  Adams,  "let’s  call 
this  one  a hippopotamus.” 

"But,  darling,  why  call  it  a hip- 
popotamus’?” 

“Well,  hell,  it  looks  like  a hippopota- 
mus, don’t  it?” 


if  you  ask  Alice  from  Conowingo 
To  explain  in  her  own  native  lingo 
What  in  her  town  there  am, 

She  will  calmly  say  "Damn” 

And  completely  ignore’you,  by  jingo. 
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So  You  Think  You’re  Oriented! 


The  Old  Line  feels  you  should  know  your  campus, 
and  so,  in  the  spirit  of  examination  week,  we  present 
our  version  of  a completion  type  test  to  find  out 
the  extent  of  your  knowledge  of  said  campus.  Pro- 
ceed from  here — and  no  cribbing. 


1.  Calvert  Hall  is 

(a)  man  who  discovered  Maryland. 

(b)  prescription  for  clever  heads. 

(c)  Lord  Baltimore’s  loot. 

2.  Junior  Prom  is 

(a)  little  brother’s  baby  carriage. 

(b)  endurance  contest. 

(c)  small  deck  around  ship. 

3.  A dean’s  slip  is 

(a)  lapsus  linguae  of  Swede’s. 

(b)  reason  you  don’t  go  home  more  often. 

(c)  unmentionable. 

4.  The  American  Mind  is 

(a)  blank. 

(b)  fifty  cents  a pound. 

(c)  lit.  in  the  American  Way. 

5.  The  library  is  for  the  purpose  of 

(a)  relaxation. 

(b)  substitute  date  bureau. 

(c)  pursuing  social  studies  of  various  types. 

6.  In  the  Engineering  Building  you  can 

(a)  get  lost. 

(b)  get  found,  if  you're  the  Engineering  type! 

(c)  slide  around  with  a slide  rule  or  two. 


7.  The  Dining  Hall  is 

(a)  one-arm  hash  joint. 

(b)  training  school  for  Dining  Car  stewards. 

(c)  Proving  grounds  for  Ajax  Chinaware. 

8.  The  Diamondback  is  a 

(a)  slow,  dumb  type  of  hard-shelled  amphybian. 

(b)  bi-yearly  farmer’s  almanac. 

(c)  — censored. 

9.  The  Airport  is  the  place  where 

(a)  all  the  little  airplanes  come  from. 

(b)  shhh. 

(c)  you  can  watch  the  planes  go  up.  Sometimes. 

10.  The  Colosseum  is 

(a)  place  where  the  lions  ate  the  martyrs.  And  we 
don’t  mean  All  University  Night. 

(b)  atletes  jernt. 

(c)  place  where  “We  supply  the  skates.  You  bring 
the  heel  to  put  them  on.” 

Please  bring  papers  to  Room  439  B,  Student 
Center.  To  facilitate  marking,  all  those  who's  names 
begin  with  A,  B,  C,  D,  E,  F,  G,  H,  I.  J.  K,  L,  M,  N, 
O,  P,  Q,  R,  S,  T,  U,  V,  W , X,  and  A w ill  please  leave 
papers  in  deep  wire  container  in  corner.  All  others 
place  examination  papers  on  Diamondback  Editor’s 
desk,  as  he  is  hard  up  for  copy. 


Whether  it  be  for  your  . . . 

JUNIOR  PROM  . . . 

fKrft 

or  for  any  other  occasion,  we 
are  equipped  to  give  you 
individual  service  in  all 
branches  of  beauty  work. 

Permanents  3.95 — 5.00 
and  up  complete. 

University  Beauty  Salon 

f OPPOSITE  MAIN  GATE 
DRIVE-IN  SHOPPING  CENTER 
Tel.  BErwyn  670  Open  9 to  9 

The 

Prince  Georges  Bank 
and  Trust  Company 

solicits  your  account 

Conveniently  located  in 

Mt.  Rainier,  Md.,  and  Hyattsville,  Md. 

T.  Howard  Duckett,  President 
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GUSTAF.. 


• by  C.  Bradford 


Gustaf  took  another  gulp  of  vodka.  He  coughed  a dry  cough.  His  eyes  blurred  as  he  struggled  to  gain  his  wind. 

Then  he  Hopped  back  on  the  rude  couch  and  gazed  for  a long  while  at  the  picture  of  Stalin  on  the  opposite  wall. 
He  lit  a cigarette  after  several  misses,  so  absorbed  was  he  in  his  gaze.  From  the  far  corner  drifted  the  tones  of  an  ac- 
cordian,  which  was  played  by  a little  dark  Russian  with  a smoldering  cigarette  drooping  from  the  corner  of  his  mouth.  A 
dirty  workers'  cap  bearing  the  Soviet  star  was  pulled  on  his  head  in  a cocky  fashion.  His  head  was  tilted  to  one  side 
over  his  accordian.  A far-away  look  swam  in  his  eyes.  His  rough  boot  beat  out  the  tempo  with  a finesse  and  unconcern 
that  wholly  obliterated  the  brute  filth  of  the  dirty  boot  and  the  disorderly  surroundings.  One  after  another  came  a 
peasant  song,  an  old  Cossack  melody,  a more  spirited  and  fiery  revolutionary  number,  and  then  a few  strains  of  the  Inter- 
nationale, which  were  abruptly  broken  off  as  the  melody  softly  changed  to  Tchaikovsky’s  Fifth  Symphony.  And 
the  little  Russian  breathed  into  that  bit  of  leather  and  metal  such  a melody  of  song  that  the  very  room  seemed  to  spring 
to  life  and  resound  to  the  Fifth  Symphony.  It  was  not  loud  nor  harsh.  In  fact,  one  could  scarcely  have  heard  it 
beyond  the  door.  But  the  very  softness  of  its  tones,  its  ecstatic  ebb  and  flow  of  rythm,  carried  to  the  mind’s  ear  and  made 
it  simply  leap  with  every  new  impulse. 

And  Gustaf  continued  to  stare  at  those  pictures.  But  he  saw  far  beyond  to  where  the  wall  began  and  the  wall  ended. 
He  saw  himself  back  in  Berlin  after  the  war;  in  the  winter  of  1918.  He  was  back  in  the  streets  with  his  ragged  field 
gray.  Everywhere  was  the  hungry,  bewildered  humanity  milling  about,  driving,  crushing,  cursing,  seeking — for  what, 
he  knew  not,  but  still  driving,  crushing,  smashing.  And  he  was  again  in  the  streets  behind  barricades  shooting,  cursing, 
fighting  he  knew  not  what,  only  to  get  rid  of  that  gnawing  hunger.  A shot  in  the  belly  might  rid  that  tormenting  madness. 
Still  strife,  shooting,  hopeless  despair,  change  of  government  after  change  of  government.  First  with  the  masses,  then 
against  the  masses,  then  the  masses.  And  still  the  wrangle-tangle  of  utter  social  collapse.  Inflation,  occupation,  repara- 
tion . . . they  drove  through  his  mind  like  buzzing  bullets.  Then  what  was  known  for  a brief  spell  as  “the  better  years”, 
1921  to  1929.  And  all  the  while  that  persistant  unemployment.  Good  God,  weren’t  these  people  ever  going  to  lift  their 
hands  again  in  honest  labor?  Workers  unite!  Prolitariat  rule  the  world  like  your  Soviet  brothers.  Slay  your  oppressors! 
Stop  any  imperialistic  war  against  the  Soviet  Union.  Comrade,  there  is  only  one  country  where  the  workers  rule.  That 
is  in  Russia.  Long  live  the  October  Revolution!  . . . Then  the  crash  of  29.  Across  the  sea  that  vast  and  wealthy 
America  was  disintergrating.  The  downfall  of  the  system  had  come.  Now  was  the  time  to  seize  the  reins!  . . . And 
as  the  Fifth  Symphony  swelled  into  Moonlove  Gustaf’s  eyes  shone  with  a new  tire.  He  visioned  the  days  after  the 
crash.  What  hope  for  the  workers!  The  rule  of  the  prolitariet  had  come.  Club  houses,  apartments,  theaters,  operas, — 
all  this  for  the  working  class.  Why  he  saw  it  all  in  a Russian  film.  Row  after  row  of  white  gleaming  blocks  of  concrete 
stretched  before  the  eye.  They  were  the  houses  of  workers.  Happy  children  played  in  grassy  courts.  Young  people 
were  playing  tennis.  Older  folks  listened  to  a concert  in  the  park  . . . Yet  the  change  had  not  come.  The  system  had 
not  collapsed.  Instead,  there  was  a tightening  of  control.  Belief  was  provided  to  keep  the  people  content.  “The  last 
spasmodic  acts  of  a dying  man,”  the  agitators  shouted.  “Soon  the  world  will  turn!”  And  Gustaf  took  up  the  cry, 
harrased  the  masses  to  rise  up  out  of  their  false  security.  Overthrow  everything  and  rebuild  anew!.  . . The  melody 
of  “Moonlove”  gave  way  to  a strain  of  such  hopeless  despair,  but  which  at  the  same  time  expressed  such  intense  craving, 
yearning  for  something  unseen,  yet  felt,  that  Gustaf  knew  that  his  ideal  would  forever  be  a myth.  . . Then  that  cold 
January  night  in  ’3.3  when  he  was  awakened,  told  to  pack  his  bag,  and  then  with  a ticket  to  Moscow  and  a whispered 
“Rot  Front”  fled  his  country.  What  fears  and  misgivings  were  his  alone  on  that  cold  night.  Yet  with  what  hope  he 
looked  forward  to  the  paradise  of  workers  as  he  sped  across  the  frozen  swamps  of  Poland.  Then  Moscow.  The  city 
of  a thousand  hopes  and  forty  times  four-hundred  churches. 

What  shattered  hopes.  Ragged,  starving  people.  Breadlines.  Modern  apartments  for  a chosen  few.  Starvation, 
filth,  and  ignorance  for  the  masses.  Ah,  but  the  workers  said:  “We  have  to  undergo  so  many  hardships  because  the 

international  bourgeoisie  will  not  allow  the  Soviets  to  breathe.  But  we  will  slay  our  oppressors.  Long  live  the  October 
Revolution!” 

Poor  misguided  fools  thought  Gustaf  . . .But  what  about  help  for  the  German  workers?  Now  was  still  time  to 
free  them  before  the  chains  forever  held  them  fast.  “Comrade,  you  must  wait.  There  will  come  the  day  when  the  workers 
throughout  the  world  will  rise.  Then  may  the  October  Revolution  reap  its  fruit.  Long  live  the  prolitariat!”  How 
inspiring  the  phrases;  yet  how  hollow.  Hopeless  despair.  Days  and  weeks  of  mass  meetings,  parades,  and  slogans. 
The  pictures  of  Stalin  and  Lenin.  Then  only  Stalin.  Purges,  blood,  and  hunger.  Hunger,  poverty,  oppression  every- 
where . . . 

On  swelled  the  Symphony  carrying  him  on  its  syncopations.  Hope  and  despair  lifted  him  up  and  cast  him  down. 
His  mind’s  hands  reached  out  to  grasp  the  mirage,  but  always  it  was  beyond  his  grasp.  It  was  the  shining  thing,  and 
then  it  was  not  the  shining  thing.  On  and  on  it  raced  and  after  it  those  clutching  hands  clawing,  stretching,  but  never 
touching.  There  was  the  hope,  the  gleam  of  light,  and  almost  . . . no,  it  fades,  despair  ...  its  gone. 

So  died  away  the  last  strains  of  the  Fifth  Symphony.  Silence  for  eternity.  The  dark  one  looked  up  with  glassy 
eyes  and  talked  to  far  away:  “Ah  comrade,  hope,  live,  have  cheer.  The  time  will  come.  The  world  must  turn.”  Then 

more  direct  he  broke  the  spell  and  spoke:  Gustaf,  I say,  “Gustaf,  the  time  ...”  Silence.  Nothing  broke  the  silence 

except  the  spasmodic  sputtering  of  the  cigarette  butt  in  Gustaf’s  lips.  There  was  an  ever  so  faint  odor  of  burning  flesh. 
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1 hirteen 


Why,  3>ae£  the  Hell  at  PetesiX  ^lell? 

fey  Cecil  (l.  Martin 


“Why  does  the  bell  at  Peter’s  toll?" 

Asked  Mrs.  'Pit  of  Mrs.  Tat, 

And  stroked  the  feather  in  her  hat. 

“For  Mary  Logan,  rest  her  soul." 

“Phil  Logan’s  bride?  No,  there  must  wait 
Some  mercy  still  in  fortune’s  stroke!” 
“What  power  has  mercy  to  revoke 
One  motion  of  the  thumb  of  fate?” 

“A  cruel  plague  to  steal  her  breath, 

And  rob  so  soon  his  bridal  sheet!” 

Said  Mrs.  Tat:  “No  fever’s  heat, 

But  Logan’s  blade  contrived  her  death. 


“Her  blood  they  found  along  the  wall, 

This  note  beside  her  on  the  floor: 

‘It  is  because  I loved  her  more 
Than  thought  could  measure’ — that  was  all. 

“So  kind  he  was!”  said  Mrs.  Tit, 

And  brushed  a tear.  “So  good  and  true 
She  was!”  said  Tat,  and  brushed  one  too; 
“Dead!  I cannot  conceive  of  it." 

“How  monstrous  are  the  ways  of  lift-!" 

Said  Mrs.  Tit  to  Mrs.  Tat. 

“What  superhuman  love  is  that 
Which  prompts  a man  to  kill  his  wife!” 


The  bell  had  ceased;  the  mourners’  song 
Came  floating  to  them  from  the  west 
They  leaned  upon  each  other's  breast 
And  wept  together  all  day  long. 


Sweet  Music  or  Hot 
Music! 

VICTOR  . . . COLUMBIA 
DECCA  . . . BLUEBIRD 

RECORDINGS 

Visit  Our  lt«M*or«l  Shop 

Fourth  Mezzanine 

Hocliscliilri.  Kolm  & Co. 


Two  kittens  were  watching  a tennis 
match. 

First:  “Aw,  let’s  go." 

Second:  “No,  wait  a minute;  my 

old  man  is  in  this  racquet.” 


SUBURBAN  CAB  CO. 

TAXI 

GR.  3434 


“Gratias,  Senior!  Sank  God,  no  more 

South  of  the  Border!’’ 
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A darn  good  skate  was  Hose  M arie, 

Hul,  liov,  her  breath  was  just  Grade  Z. 
N\  ou  t you  or  someone  else  please  hint 
That  she  should  try  a Gryst -0-Mint? 


MORAL: 


Kvcrybotly’g  breath  offends  now 
and  then.  Let  Life  Savers  sweet- 
en and  refresh  your  breath  after 
eating,  drinking,  and  smoking. 


Wisecrack  Yourself  a Free 
Box  of  Lifesavers 

Now  your  pet  wisecracks  can  get  you  more  than  a 
grin.  Here’s  a prize  contest  where  your  funny  bone 
can  tickle  your  sweet  tooth. 

Send  us  your  best  laugh-maker.  An  attractive 
cellophane-wrapped  assortment  of  all  the  Life  Saver 
flavors  will  be  awarded  for  the  best  joke  submitted 
each  month  by  one  of  the  students. 

Contributions  will  he  judged  by  the  editors  of  this 
publication  and  the  right  to  publish  any  joke  submitted 
is  reserved.  All  Editors’  decisions  are  final. 

How  about  that  wisecrack  you  like  to  pull?  Win 
a sweet  prize  with  it. 

THIS  MONTH'S  WINNER 
Joe  Merritt 

THE  JOKE: 

“Why  do  you  make  all  that  noise  when  you  walk?” 

“Got  my  heavy  underwear  on.” 


T/Vgjc  IaJoaJzA, 


In  1939,  more  phonograph  records  were  sold  than  in 
any  year  since  the  coming  of  radio.  Both  classical  and 
sweet  music  had  a share  in  swelling  record  sales  to  the 
heights  that  they  achieved,  but  there  is  justification  for 
saving  that  it  is  swing  music  that  has  been  chiefly  re- 
sponsible for  the  phenomenal  increase  in  the  number 
of  record  collectors.  Sweet  music  has  been  with  us  for 
at  least  ten  years.  Rudy  \ allee, — and  Guy  Lombardo 
had  popularized  it  as  early  as  1930.  Classical  music 
has  been  in  American  homes  even  longer.  Before  1935, 
however,  swing  was  almost  unknown  to  the  public.  And, 
it  is  only  since  1935  that  the  sale  of  records  has  boomed. 

Prior  to  that  time,  record  sales  were  stagnant.  The 
radio  had  completely  usurped  the  position  of  the  phono- 
graph. And,  the  music  that  it  played  came  from  the 
orchestras  of  Guy  Lombardo  and  his  sweet  music  disciples. 
But  in  1935  came  Benny  Goodman  to  lay  the  groundwork 
for  the  popularization  of  swing.  His  music  clicked,  and 
swing  became  an  American  byword.  Since  1935,  the 


swing  bandwagon  has  rolled  on  with  Goodman  at  its 
head,  picking  up  an  ever-increasing  number  of  followers 
each  year. 

With  the  forward  march  of  swing,  the  revival  in  record 
collecting  sprung  forward.  Old  loudspeaker  victrolas 
were  dragged  from  the  attic,  dusted  off  and  cranked  up. 
Sales  in  portable  victrolas  began  to  grow.  But  the 
impetus  that  was  to  take  its  place  side  by  side  with 
Benny  Goodman  as  the  spark  of  the  revival  did  not  come 
until  1938.  It.  came  in  the  form  of  the  electric  turntable, 
the  ingenious  device  now  famous  for  playing  records 
directly  through  the  family  radio.  During  1939,  it 
became  almost  as  much  a fixture  in  the  home  as  the  radio 
itself. 

Riding  into  prominence  with  Goodman  and  swing 
came  an  obnoxious  individual  known,  among  other  things, 
as  the  jitterbug.  Two  years  ago,  the  jitterbug  was  a 
necessary  evil.  He  was  to  be  found  at  every  dance, 
gyrating,  stomping,  and  clapping  his  hands  out  of  time 


T H E O L I) 


.INK 
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with  the  music.  He  won  many  votes  as  Public  Menance 
No.  1.  But  today  the  menace  of  the  jitterbug  has  been 
lessened,  llis  place  at  dances  has  been  taken  by  a 
quieter,  much  more  intelligent  specimen,  I lie  platterbug. 

The  platterbug  is  the  record  collector.  Like  the 
jitterbug,  he  is  in  evidence  at  all  dances  at  which  the 
better  bands  play.  But  he  is  there  for  a different  purpose. 
He  spends  the  first  part  of  the  evening  in  fighting  his  way 
to  a position  close  to  the  band,  and  then  settles  himself 
to  watch  in  rapt  wonder  the  heroes  he  has  learned  to 
appreciate  from  his  records. 

It  is  these  same  platterbugs  that  are  taking  swing  into 
the  home.  Parents,  and  even  grandparents,  exposed  to 
it  through  the  medium  of  records  and  the  turntable,  find 
themselves  forced  to  take  an  interest  in  it.  But  it  is 
the  youth  of  America  who  are  its  most  ardent  fans.  Five 
years  ago,  young  America  memorized  the  rosters  of  big 
league  baseball  clubs,  made  scrap  books  of  baseball 
pictures,  quoted  batting  averages,  and  swarmed  around 
club  house  doors  to  get  the  autographs  of  Dizzy  Dean, 
Carl  Hubbell,  Joe  Cronin,  et  al.  Today,  it  is  a different 
story.  Record  albums  have  replaced  the  scrapbooks;  and 
from  the  age  of  thirteen,  American  youth  is  familiar  with 
the  personnels  of  the  five  leading  swing  bands.  And  it 
is  the  autographs  of  Benny  Goodman,  Tommy  Dorsey, 
Harry  James,  and  Gene  Krupa  that  are  in  demand. 

Swing  and  records  have  thus  worked  hand  in  hand  in 
helping  to  popularize  each  other.  Together,  they  have 
done  a good  job.  1939  was  a peak  year  for  both.  The 
number  of  Americans,  young  and  old,  who  have  adopted 
as  their  hobby  swing  and  swing  records  is  amazing.  Their 
numbers  attest  to  the  fact  that  as  a hobby  it  has  few 
superiors  in  point  of  view  of  interest  and  enjoyment. 
While  expensive  if  pursued  to  any  great  extent,  it  is  no 
more  so  than  any  other  hobby,  and  the  hours  of  enjoyment 
that  it  brings  more  than  compensate.  Our  selection  of 
the  ten  best  popular  swing  records  of  1939,  and  incidentally 
a right  fair  nucleus  for  the  start  of  a collection,  are: 

Glenn  Miller  Little  Brown  Jug,  a record  boasting 
chiefly  a remarkable  arrangement  by 
Glenn  Miller,  himself.  There  are  also 
fine  solos  by  Tex  Beneke,  tenor  sax, 
Miller  on  trombone,  and  Clyde 
Hurley  on  trumpet. 

Woody  Herman  .Woodchopper’s  Ball,  the  record 
that  sprang  Herman  into  national 
prominence. 

Blues  Upstairs  anti  Blues  Down- 
stairs, two  sides  of  Herman  blues. 
Woody's  clarinet  is  featured  on  both 
sides,  and  he  sings  one  of  his  typical 
blues  vocals.  In  addition,  there  are 
other  outstanding  solos. 


Jimmy  Lunceford  .’Taint  What  You  Do,  featuring 
Lunceford’s  typical  relaxed,  off-beat 
swing,  a fine  drum  passage  by 
Jimmy  Crawford,  and  a vocal  that 
took  the  country  by  storm. 

Ain’t  She  Sweet,  more  relaxed 
Lunceford  swing,  with  more  fine 
vocals  and  a brilliant  alto  sax 
played  by  Willie  Smith. 

Bob  Crosby  Skater’s  Waltz,  a swing  arrange- 

ment of  the  famous  classic,  featuring 
Irving  Fazola’s  clarinet. 

Count  Basie  Miss  Thing,  a two  sized  version, 

supposedly  recorded  without  the 
band’s  knowledge. 

Lester  Leaps  In  and  Dickie’s 
Dream,  a breakdown  of  Basie’s 
band  featuring  the  rhythm  section, 
and  Lester  Young  on  tenorsax. 
Buck  Clayton  on  trumpet,  and 
Dickie  Wells  on  trombone. 

Art  Sham  W hat  is  This  Thing  Called  Love, 

a masterpiece  of  clean  cut,  precisely 
played  swing. 

Charlie  Barnett  Cherokee,  Barnett’s  finest  side  to 
date,  with  brilliant  arrangement  and 
Charlie’s  marvelous  tenor. 

D.  W . 
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ottouL  it  Itajxp.ej'ied — 

One  chilly,  carefree  day  before  exams,  we  roped  the 
first  two  people  we  met  in  the  library  into  coming  back 
into  the  country  to  pose  for  our  frontispiece. 

We  were  lucky  to  get  petite  and  blond  Freshman 
Alene  Jones  and  handsome  Prexy  A1  Ruppersburger 
in  tow. 

The  cutter  was  in  four  brittle  pieces  strewn  all  over 
several  acres,  but  A1  showed  Ins  rural  aptitude  (picked 
up  in  Middletown  \ alley),  and  put  it  together  according 
to  the  best  Currier  and  (ves  patterns.  He  wanted  to 


Same,  pi  us  dog  named  Muffin. 


Jones,  Ruppersburger  and  Prop  as  Ingraham  saw  it. 


hitch  up  a horse  between  the  shafts,  but  the  cutter  couldn't 
take  it,  so  we  had  a passerby  do  the  job. 

After  photographer  Bill  Ingraham  had  done  his  work, 
we  thawed  out  in  a nearby  house.  The  picture  at  the 
left  shows  the  two  thawing  models  admiring  an  ancestral 
angora  tea  eosey. 

Alene  is  really  going  to  the  prom  with  a dashing  young 
Ethnology  major,  Al  with  Lillian,  his  brunette  Baltimore 
heroine. 


L.  G.  BALFOUR  COMPANY 

Fraternity  Pins  • Fraternity  Jewelry 
Novelties,  Favors,  Stationery 
Medals,  Cups,  Trophies 

MARYLAND  CLASS  RINGS 

Balfour  Maryland  Class  Rings  Also  on  Display  at  Student 
Supply  Store  and  Maryland  Book  Exchange 

204  International  Building 
1319  F St.,  N.  W.,  Washington,  D.  C. 

TELEPHONE  NATIONAL  1045 


START  THE  NEW  YEAR  RIGHT  . . . 

BY  PURCHASING  YOUR 

Meats  - Groceries  - Hardware 

From 

Carr  Bros.  & Boswell,  Inc. 

HOUSE  FURNISHINGS,  SEEDS,  AUTO  SUPPLIES 
PAINTS  AND  GLASS 

Prompt  and  Courteous  Service 

2 Dependable  Stores — Hyattsville,  Riverdale 
HYATTSVILLE  STORE  RIVERDALE  STORE 

Hyatts  201-202,  Berwyn  345  Hyatts  381-382 

Greenwood  2850  Berwyn  460 

HARDWARE  - Hyatts  67 
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Do  not  believe  me  when  I say 
That  I can  never  love  again, 
That  all  our  dreams  of  yesterday 
Dwell  like  mirages  in  my  brain. 


Printers  of 

"The  OLD  LINE" 

* 


Think  not  this  cloak  of  flesh  must  fade 
And  wilt  before  your  scorn,  this  hand 
Require  the  help  of  noose  or  blade 
To  save  from  memory’s  searing  brand. 


Complete  (Printing  Service 


Smith  (iiul  Lombard  Streets 
Baltimore,  Md. 


For  though,  discarded  from  your  mind, 

It  grieves  me  much  that  we  must  part, 
Doubt  not,  my  dear,  I yet  shall  find 
Some  other  lass  to  break  my  heart. 

— C.  R.  M. 


/oe  ghA  &e.4A. 

It  hurt  like  everything  to  know 
There  reigned  another  in  his  stead, 

To  hear  her  say,  “I'm  sorry,  Joe,” 

Joe  did  not  scold.  He  simply  said, 

“It  will  be  hard  forgetting  you,” 

And  eyed  his  rusty  twenty-two. 

But  men  are  fold  from  brutes  too  late 
Bess  learned,  and  learning,  chose  today 
The  slender  dark  for  bosom  mate 
Soft-pillowed  in  a house  of  clay. 

While  Joe  lay  laughing  down  to  pass 
Sweet  slumber  with  another  lass. 


C.  R.  M. 


You  don't  have  to  pull 
that  “ Old  Line” 

o o o 


o o o 

We  rent,  repair  and  sell  'em 
at  special  rates  to  U.  of  M. 
faculty  and  students. 

o o o 

WOODSTOCK  TYPEWRITER  CO. 

In  Washington — 1000  Connecticut  flve. 
In  Baltimore — 301  W.  Fayette  St. 


Watch  the  change  to  Chesterfield 
says  DONNA  DAE 
CHESTERFIELD'S  JANUARY  GIRL 

starring  with 

FRED  WARING’S  PENNSYLVANIANS 


FORECASTING  MORE  SMOKING  PLEASURE  FOR  1940 


Change  to  Chesterfields  and  you’ll  get 
what  you  want . . . real  mildness  and  better  taste . 
You  can’t  buy  a better  cigarette. 


Copyright  1940,  Liggett  & Myers  Tobacco  Co 


wmm*r. 


Above AN  ACTUAL  COLOR  PHOTO- 

GRAPH. A.  B.  Mize  of  North 
Carolina  grew  some  of  the 
finest  tobacco  he  ever  rained 
— thanks  to  U.  S.  Government 
methods. 


"U.  S.  Gov’t  methods  have  made  tobacco  better  than 
ever  . . . and  Luckies  buy  the  choicer  grades,"  says 
James  Walker,  19  years  an  independent  buyer. 

O.  "What  are  these  methods  of  Uncle  Sam's?” 
Mr. Walker:  "They’re  scientific  ways  of  improv- 
ing soil  and  plant  food  . . . that  have  helped  farmers 
grow  finer  tobacco  in  recent  years.” 

Q.  "And  that’s  what  has  made  tobacco  better?” 

Mr.W:  "The  best  in  300  years  . . . even  though 
crops  do  vary  with  the  weather.” 

<^.  'You  say  Luckies  buy  the  'Cream  of  the  Crop’?” 
Mr.W:  "They  sure  do.  That’s  why  they’re  the  2-to-l 
choice  of  independent  experts  — warehousemen, 
auctioneers,  buyers.  I've 
smoked  them  10  years.” 

Try  Luckies  for  a week. 
You'll  find  that  the  "Toasting” 
process  makes  them  easy  on 
your  throat — because  it  takes 
out  certain  harsh  irritants  that 
are  found  in  all  tobacco. 

You'll  also  find  out  why  . . . 


TOBACCO  EXPERT  ! 


WITH  MEN  WHO  KNOW  TOBACCO 
BEST— IT’S  LUCKIES  2 TO  1 
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James  Stewart  Company,  Contractors 
Gentlemen : 

Far  be  it  from  me,  gentlemen,  to  quibble  over  trifles, 
but  as  the  old  saying  goes,  “trifles  make  perfection,”  hah- 
hah.  1 refer  of  course  to  the  matter  of  pipes. 

Not,  as  the  uninitiated  might  suspect,  briar  pipes,  but 
iron  pipes. 

To  be  precise  these  pipes  are  located  in  the  new  buildings 
on  this  campus,  and  I have  found  them  most  disturbing. 
There  is  a room  in  the  basement  of  the  new  Arts  and 
Science  Building  which  looks  like  a glorified  dance  hall  and 
contains  at  present  two  leather  divans  and  oddly  enough 
four  pipes. 

In  the  middle  of  the  floor. 

Projecting  straight  upward,  and  just  to  be  different, 
each  one  a little  different  size  and  shape  from  its  neighbor. 
Well  all  I could  say  was  “what  the  hell?” 

Then  on  the  landing  of  the  stairs  going  to  the  basement 
there  are  two  sturdy  asbestos  covered  pipes  which  emerge 
from  the  w all,  go  about  twelve  inches,  do  a couple  of  turns 
and  go  right  back  into  the  wall  again. 

Of  course  there  was  nothing  to  sax  again  but  “what  the 
hell?” 

Well. 


Sweet  Music  or  Hot 
Music! 

VICTOR  . . . COLUMBIA 
DECCA  . . . BLUEBIRD 

RECORDINGS 

Visit  Our  lt«M*or«l  Shop 

Fourth  Mezzanine 

llocliscliilil.  koliu  & Co. 


FOOD  SAVINGS  ! ! 

We  offer  fine  quality  groceries  . . . unexcelled 
service  and  reasonable  prices  . . . it's  worth  atrial 
. . . visit  one  of  our  conveniently  located  stores 
today.  We  offer  one  item  each  day  from 
our  meat  department  at  a special  price. 

CARR  bros,  & BOSWELL,  2E: 

RIVERDALE  STORE  HYATTSVILLE  STORE 

Hyattsville  381-382  Hyattsville  201-202 

Berwyn  460  Berwyn  345 
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THE  OLD  LINE 


By  Tommy  St.  Clair 


At  the  crack  of  the  gun  that  marked 
off  the  final  lap  for  us  of  this  education 
proposition,  we  made  up  our  mind  to 
get  on  the  ball  and  make  this  semester 
a four  months  to  remember.  We 
planned  to  get  sincerely  orthodox 
about  classroom  attitude,  to  buy  books 
the  first  week,  and  to  quit  taking  notes 
on  the  back  of  movie  ticket  stubs. 
Then  we  found  out  what  they'd  done 
with  the  Book  Store  . . . Eighth  verse, 
same  as  the  first. 

Wire  . . . 

It  seems  that  we  aren't  the  only  ones 
to  be  thwarted  in  trying  to  carry  out  a 
good  idea.  A friend  of  ours  was  trying 
to  send  a message  by  Western  Union 
from  New  York  the  other  day. 

“Can  you  sing  Happy  Toothache 
to  you"  to  a friend  of  mine  in  College 
Park,  Maryland?” 

“What  is  the  purpose  of  your  mess- 
age, sir?” 

Our  friend  was  stumped.  “I  only 
want  to  extend  sympathy.” 

“You  certainly  don't  think  that 
would  make  her  feel  better.” 

“You  don't  know  her.” 

The  W.  U.  gal  went  on  to  explain 
just  how  she’d  feel  if  she  were  to  re- 
ceive the  message  and  were  suffering 
from  a toothache.  Our  friend  kept 
explaining  that  it  was  just  the  thing 
that  would  be  appropriate. 

Finally,  seeing  that  they  had  reached 
a deadlock,  the  gal  decided  to  call  the 
New  York  manager  and  see  how  he’d 
feel  if  someone  were  to  sing  “Happy 
Toothache”  to  him. 

He  agreed  with  her  that  the  message 


might  be  read  over  the  phone,  but  to 
be  sung?  Well,  Western  Union  would 
have  no  part  of  it. 

That  night  in  College  Park  the  fol- 
lowing message  was  received  from  a 
man  thoroughly  disillusioned  about 
public  utilities. 

“Western  Union  refuses  to  sing 
‘Happy  Toothache  to  You’.  Terrible 
service.” 

Anyway,  mister,  the  Hyattsville 
operator  liked  it.  Because  we  heard 
her  laugh  between  Toothache  and  to. 

Sale  . . . 

Last  Saturday  after  a full  evening 
of  Bockville’s  last  Bingo  game  and 
ten  minced  porks,  a cozy  party  of  ten 
was  leaving  the  barbecue  in  Silver 
Springs. 

Maybe  you  have  noticed  the  man  at 
the  door  who  sells  papers.  There  he 
stood,  guardian  of  Finland’s  defense 
and  Dewey’s  offense,  looking  hopefully 
for  a customer. 

As  the  first  lady  passed  she  glanced 
at  the  Headlines  and  tossed  over  her 
shoulder,  “Why  don't  you  buy  a paper, 
dear?” 

The  rest  of  the  mob  started  pushing 
through  the  maze  of  double  doorway 
to  the  street  and  right  past  the  early 
morning  editions.  The  little  man 
watched  them  closely,  but  they  gave 
no  signs  of  stopping.  Seeing  a cash 
customer  slip  through  his  fingers,  he 
quickly  summed  up  the  situation  and 
cried : 

“Hey!  Which  one  of  you  fellahs  is 
dear?” 


Error  . . . 

A colleague  of  ours  in  the  office  here 
who  prefers  to  remain  unnamed  in  this 
little  incident  worked  for  an  ice  com- 
pany last  summer.  We  don’t  mean 
that  he  was  a telephone  answerer  or  a 
file  pawer,  lie  was  the  real  thing — an 
iceman.  Which  is  the  only  way  he 
could  have  had  any  part  of  the  follow- 
ing scene. 

He  was  to  deliver  a hundred  pounds 
of  ice  to  a certain  apartment  in  north- 
west Washington.  He  arrived  at  the 
address,  swung  the  ice  up  on  one 
shoulder,  and  started  for  the  fourth 
floor.  On  arriving  at  the  door,  he 
knocked  loudly,  because  100  lbs. 
Terminal  Ice  dripping  on  the  floor  is  no 
picnic.  No  answer. 

He  knocked  again. 

“Just  a minute!”  came  the  voice  of 
little  Eva.  “All  right,  you  can  come 
in.” 

Our  hero  breathed  a chilly  sigh  of 
thankfulness,  and  barged  in  to  find 
himself  apparently  alone. 

Then  from  the  closest  he  heard  a 
slight  ruflle.  There  was  the  young 
lady  timidly  looking  out  from  her 
hiding  place. 

“Oh,  excuse  me,”  said  she,  “I 
thought  you  were  the  laundry  man.” 

Notes  . . . 

This  Post  Office  situation  has  caused 
so  much  havoc  that  we  were  on  the 
verge  of  regetting  that  the  W.  P.  A. 
ever  came  through  for  a bigger  and 
better  university,  when  something 
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happened  that  made  everything  rosy 
again. 

We  got  a letter  from  another  member 
of  the  staff  Friday.  Under  normal 
basement  of  the  library  conditions, 
the  letter  would  have  come  to  the 
office,  but  now — 

Anyway,  the  note  arrived  through 
Uncle  Sam’s  bona  fide  three  cents  a 
shot  mail  service  down  at  the  Post 
Office  on  the  pike.  We  recognized  the 
handwriting  and  were  trying  to  figure 
out  why  the  three  cent  investment 
when  we  spied  the  note  penned  on 
the  back: 

It’s  so  darn  much  trouble  to  get 
to  the  new  P.  O.  that  I’m  mailing 
this  in  College  Park.  Use  regusted ! 

and  right  beneath  it  in  friendly  pencil: 

College  Park  thanks  you  for  your 
patronage. 

So  we  say: 

Don’t  mention  it  College  Park. 
Thank  you  for  your  sidewalk! 


THE  THUMB 

Joe  hated  Louie,  this  was  certain. 
There  were  plenty  of  reasons:  Louise, 
the  promotions.  Lots  of  things. 

Joe  drove  truck  No.  2 for  Allied  Gas 
Company  and  Louie  drove  truck  No.  4. 
Every  Tuesday  Louie  had  the  100  mile 
run  to  Corinth,  non-stop.  This  fact 
prompted  Joe’s  revenge. 

Monday  night,  about  two  o’clock, 
Joe  furtively  crept  into  the  garage  of 
the  AGC,  and  sneaked  up  to  the  back 
of  No.  4.  He  took  out  his  tile  and 
softly  filed  the  chain  almost  through  so 
that  a small  bump  on  the  road  would 
break  it.  Then  he  left. 

Next  day,  Joe  watched  the  tail  end  of 
truck  No.  4 disappear  down  the  street. 
He  let  out  a loud  laugh;  200  hundred 
miles  and  he’d  blow  sky  high! 

“Whatcher  laughing  about?” 

Joe  whirled.  “Louie!  I thought 
you  was  driving  today!” 

“Naw.”  He  exhibited  a bandaged 
finger.  “I  busted  my  thumb  yesterday 
cranking  the  truck.  The  boss  would- 
n’t let  me  take  the  run,  but  sent  your 
kid  brother  instead.”  — N.  II. 


'You  mean  we’ve  come  all  the  wav  through  Russia?’ 
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February  22  is  important  of  course  not  only  because 
there  are  only  313  more  days  until  Christmas  but  also 
because  it  is  the  birthday  of  George  Washington.  George, 
we  will  remember,  is  the  fellow  who  in  the  rashness  of  his 
youth  is  supposed  to  have  chopped  down  a cherry  tree 
and  then  told  everyone  who  done  it. 

This  sounds  damn  silly  to  us. 

In  fact  we  have  been  wondering  why  he  did  such  a thing. 
Of  course  if  he  had  acted  otherwise  all  the  history  books 
would  be  wrong  and  the  people  who  sell  little  red  and 
white  hatchets  at  this  season  would  be  out  of  a job,  but  we 
do  not  think  this  sufficient  excuse.  The  fact  remains  that 
any  normal  person  would  not  have  chopped  down 
the  cherry  tree.  It’s  too  much  work  in  the  first  place. 
Imagine  you  or  I dashing  out  of  the  house  some  evening 
before  dinner  and  hacking  down  a lovely,  inoffensive  little 
cherry  tree. 

And  then — not  content  with  this — running  in  and  say- 
ing, “Paw,  I just  made  a mess  of  toothpicks  out  of  your 
prize  arbre,  as  the  French  say."  This  is  the  most  baffling 
point.  But  George  was  a great  man  and  we  cannot  doubt 
the  sagacity  of  his  actions.  So,  by  way  of  finding  out 
scientifically  the  entire  solution  to  the  psychological 
problem  involved,  we  conducted  a little  experiment. 

First  of  all  we  obtained  five  hundred  little  guinea  pigs, 
two  hundred  rabbits  and  one  hundred  white  mice.  Not 
because  we  have  any  tender  feelings  about  five  hundred 
little  guinea  pigs,  two  hundred  rabbits  and  one  hundred 
white  mice,  but  because  psychologically  this  is  the  thing 
to  do.  Now  if  you  have  ever  had  five  hundred  little 
guinea  pigs,  two  hundred  rabbits  and  one  hundred  white 
mice  in  your  home  you  know  that  the  problems  of  what 
the  hell  to  do  with  the  little  creatures  is  not  insignificant. 

However,  it  turned  out  that  one  of  the  little  guinea  pigs 
was  an  imposter  and  not  a little  guinea  pig  at  all.  It  was 
in  fact  a pole  kitty  traveling  incognito.  All  the  little 
guinea  pigs  were  of  course  considerably  perturbed,  the 
rabbits  were  definitely  annoyed,  and  the  mice  behaved 
abominably  about  the  whole  thing. 

They  had  what  is  termed  technically  a blitzkrieg — which 
accounted  for  some  two  hundred  little  guinea  pigs,  ninety 

*Tear  off  the  top  of  your  nearest  grocery  store  and 
send  it  together  with  one  dime  to  defray  costs  of 
mailing,  and  we  will  send  you  a peaehv  “Straight 
shooters  always  win”  official,  genuine  brass-plated 
button. 


rabbits  and  forty-three  white  mice.  There  were  also  left 
two  hundred  ten  assorted  parts,  thirty-one  feet  of  plumb- 
ing, nine  pounds  of  assorted  inner  works  and  one  un- 
accounted-for pole  kitty. 

Finally,  however,  the  experiment  began. 

First  we  let  all  the  little  guinea  pigs  and  rabbits  and 
white  mice  run  around  some  nice  mazes,  and  they  had 
scads  of  fun.  Then  we  got  down  to  serious  work.  For 
this  purpose  we  used  ten  typewriters  and  fifteen  conven- 
tional nickel  slot  machines.  The  white  mice  showed  a 
peculiar  aptitude  for  the  typewriters  and  the  little  guinea 
pigs  for  the  slot  machines.  The  rabbits  were  slow  to  learn 
and  employed  their  time  in  gnawing  on  several  hundred 
t ypew liter  ribbons. 

Results  the  first  day  were  most  encouraging,  but  the 
experiment  had  to  be  discontinued  because  the  little 
guinea  pigs  broke  the  house  when  they  hit  forty-nine  jack- 
pots on  the  slot  machines.  Meanwhile  the  white  mice 
beating  at  random  on  the  typewriter  keys  had  written  the 


“Somehow  it  lacks  that  human  touch  . . ." 
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first  and  eleventh  volume  of  the  Encyclopedia  Brittanica, 
three  calculus  examinations  x\  i 1 1 1 answers,  a letter  to 
President  Roosevelt  and  a popular  song  entitled  “When  It's 
Banana  Peeling  Time  in  Punxsutawney  I'll  be  sliding 
Home  to  You.''  The  rabbits  were  obviously  ashamed  of 
their  lack  of  industry  and  spent  the  night  gnawing  pretty 
little  holes  in  the  floor,  walls,  in  the  v lute  mice,  in  the  little 
guinea  pigs  and  in  each  other. 

In  the  morning  we  were  faced  with  a dilenma.  Hun- 
dreds of  typewritten  sheets  had  been  circulated  saying 
simply:  WORKERS  UNITE!  In  each  typewriter, 
neatly  typed,  we  found  an  ultimatum.  Shorter  hours, 
higher  wages  or  strike!  Then  all  the  little  guinea  pigs  and 
all  th(>  little  rabbits  and  all  the  little  white  mice  in  general 
session  convened  sat  in  a row  and  stared  at  us. 

The  rabbits  stroked  their  whiskers  meditatively,  the 
white  mice  solemnly  tied  square  knots  in  their  tails,  and 
the  guinea  pigs  just  sat  and  stared  and  were  very  nasty 
about  the  whole  thing.  In  the  end  we  had  to  install 
twenty-five  quarter  slot  machines  for  the  little  guinea  pigs, 
a linotype  for  the  white  mice,  and  a thousand  rolls  of 
assorted  typewriter  ribbon,  scotch  tape,  fly  paper,  and 
ticker  tape  for  the  little  rabbits  to  gnaw  holes  in.  These 
later  made  very  interesting  compositions  to  play  on  the 
player  piano. 

We  began  to  feel,  however,  that  we  were  not  approaching 
a rapid  solution  to  our  problem.  In  fact,  to  be  honest,  we 
were  as  baffled  as  ever  as  to  (1)  why  George  Washington 
chopped  down  the  cherry  tree  and  (2)  why  he  put  himself 
in  line  for  the  doghouse  by  confessing  all.  That  we  were 
approaching  the  problem  scientifically  and  according  to 
the  best,  most  approved  psychological  methods  we  knew. 
Something  we  felt  was  wrong  with  the  character  of  the 
five  hundred  little  guinea  pigs,  the  two  hundred  rabbits 
and  the  one  hundred  white  mice  with  which  we  started. 


When  we  returned  to  investigate  we  found  that  to  even 
get  near  the  little  creatures  we  had  to  join  the  Game  of 
Chance  and  Linotypers  Local  No.  hi 7 and  show  our  union 
card.  We  were  then  faced  with  another  ultimatum.  But 
a new  linotype,  a printing  press,  a hundred  slot  machines 
equipped  with  slots  for  silver  dollars  and  steam  heal  was 
asking  too  much. 

Something  had  to  be  done,  but  we  didn't  have  the 
slightest  idea  what. 

The  problem  was  soon  solved.  The  little  imposter  of  a 
guinea  pig,  none  other  than  the  pole  kilty  incognito,  re- 
turned from  out  of  the  plumbing  w here  he  had  been  making 
a round  of  all  the  joints.  The  blitzkrieg  turned  into  a 
major  offensive.  The  rabbits  stamped  on  the  floor  and 
beat  their  breasts  and  the  little  guinea  pigs  gnashed  their 
teeth  in  anger.  The  white  mice  bellowed  furiously  and 
went  into  action. 

As  we  were  being  surrounded  by  odds  and  ends  of  plumb- 
ing, various  parts  of  slot  machines  and  a flying  linotype  we 
decided  to  discontinue  the  experiment.  Destiny  we  de- 
cided led  George  Washington  to  chop  dow  n the  cherry  tree, 
and  he  told  the  truth  about  it  because  he  ate  Ralston  and 
knew  as  well  as  Tom  Mix’  that  STRAIGHT  SHOOTERS 
ALWAYS  WIN! 


NOTE:  Due  to  unforseen  circumstances  we  have 

on  hand  eleven  thousand  little  guinea  pigs,  eight 
thousand  rabbits,  and  four  thousand  five  hundred 
and  eighty-three  white  mice  (number  subject  to 
change  without  notice)  with  which  we  will  gladly 
part  for  a slight  cash  consideration  to  persons  who 
can  place  them  in  happy  homes. 


— C.  F.  K. 
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THE  SHADOW  OF  A MAN 

The  Posthumously  Published  Hook  of  Poetry  By  One  of  Maryland’s 
Best  Loved  Professors , as  H eviewed  By 

Dr.  Jack  Yeaman  Bryan 

Assistant  Professor  of  Kn^lisli 


Of  the  many  rhymers  who 
appear  in  print  these  days,  most 
write  verse  which  is  simply 
verse.  The  more  talented  few 
write  verse  which  is  also  poetry. 

The  late  Dr.  Homer  C.  House 
often  proved  himself  one  of  the 
latter,  especially  in  his  new  book. 

The  Shadow  of  a Man. 

The  book  is  distinguished  by 
poetic  contrasts,  and  this  is  as 
it  should  be,  for  Dr.  House  was 
himself  a man  of  contrasts. 

Those  of  us  who  studied  under 
him  here  daily  rediscovered  the 
point  with  a delighted  surprise. 

We  found  him  now  thoughtful 
and  knowing,  a man  of  ethical 
conviction  and  of  deep  social  sympathy,  a teacher  always 
watchful  to  encourage  in  his  students  their  most  maturing 
and  liberating  ideas.  Again  he  showed  himself  so 
sprightly,  so  youthful  in  humor  that  he  could  even  make 
such  a course  as  Anglo-Saxon  a rich  pleasure. 

In  his  Shadow  of  a M an  this  variation  expresses  itself 
in  poems  about  our  sanctified  prejudices  and  stupidities 
on  the  one  hand  as  against  rhymes  full  of  laughter  or 
humorous  sentiment  on  the  other.  The  title  poem  runs 
as  follows: 

THE  SHADOW  OF  A MAN 

“An  institution  is  the  lengthened  shadow  of  one  man." 

— Emerson 

Shadow  and  shadow  and  shadow 
Monstrous,  fantastical,  dim, 

Tortured,  attenuate,  eery, 

Wavering  picture  of  Him. 

Artless,  incredible  story: 

Baffling,  elusive,  opaque; 

Compound  of  beauty  and  nonsense, 

Glory  and  myth  and  mistake. 

What  of  the  mystical  Founder? 

Conjurer,  mage,  charlatan? 

Infinite  stooping  to  finite? 

God  masquerading  as  man? 


Picturesque  legend  of  seasons? 
Symbol  of  roses  and  corn, 

Burst  ing  the  shackles  of  darkness, 
Singing  the  triumph  of  morn? 

Ah,  but  the  pestilent  priesthood! 
Jansenite,  Pope,  Calvinist, 
Spouting  their  subjective  vapors, 
Cold  theological  mist. 

War  and  the  bloating  of  carrion, 
Horde  against  plundering  horde, 
Hooded  men  murdering 
neighbors, 

All  in  the  name  of  the  Lord. 

Prayer  and  the  binning  of  martyrs, 
Peace  and  the  stretching  of  limbs, 
Racks  and  the  tears  of  forgiveness, 
Hate  and  the  breathing  of  hymns. 

Scoop  out  the  brains  of  the  nations, 

Sift  their  beliefs  if  you  will, 

Test  and  refine  and  interpret, 

Agonize,  labor  . . . and  still 

Shadow  and  shadow  and  shadow: 

Monstrous,  fantastical,  dim, 

Tortured,  attenuate,  eery, 

Wavering  picture  of  Him. 

By  contrast,  consider  this  piece  from  the  same  book: 

DETACHMENT 

(A  Campus  Portrait) 

The  afternoon  was  dense  and  hot. 

And  hot  and  dense  the  class, 

The  hapless  teacher’s  lecture  notes 
A dull,  perplexing  mass. 

She  entered,  as  her  custom  was, 

Some  twenty  minutes  late, 

And  sauntering  to  a vacant  seat 
Composed  herself  in  state. 

The  party  gown,  the  dainty  gloves, 

The  choicely  coiffured  hair 
Proclaimed  the  placid  spirit,  free 
From  all  corroding  care. 
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She  poised  herself  as  does  a bird 
Whom  fancy  moves  to  sit 
Upon  a transitory  twig 

Wherefrom  she  means  to  flit. 

Irate  and  vexed  the  teacher  glared 
At  her  fastidious  form, 

Within  his  eyes  the  baleful  light 
Of  green,  malignant  storm. 

With  warping  lips  and  mincing  tone 
He  mouthed  his  speech:  “Miss  G — , 

So  glad  you  have  at  last  arrived! 

How  will  you  have  your  tea?' 

The  shaft  made  not  the  slightest  dent 
In  her  armorial  ease. 

She  answered,  icily  polite, 

“Without  the  lemon,  please!" 

Sometimes  he  blended  opposites  into  an  uproariously 
ironical  treatment  of  our  injustices,  as  in  the  following: 

NOTHIN’  DOIN' 

(From  “Old  Jewels  Reset”) 

Yo-all  doan  nevali  git  this  chil’ 

In  one  o’  them  air-ship  things. 

A cullud  man  bettah  stick  to  laigs, 

’Stid  o’  foolin’  aroun’  with  wings. 

Ef  a white  man  offahed  to  take  me  up 

An  all  wu’d  git  in  an’  go 

Fer  a pleasuh  spin  on  a nice  aff-noon, 

Ah  know  what  ’ud  happen,  sho': 

When  we-all  gits  a mile  in  th’  air, 

All  still  an’  high  an’  far, 

The  en-jine  stop  an’  th’  white  man  say, 

“Git  out  an’  crank  th’  car!” 

Whether  the  poems  are  serious,  whimsical,  or  laughing, 
we  find  in  them  more  than  the  shadow  of  a man.  In 
them  we  meet  again  as  a living  influence  the  witty, 
sagacious  teacher  we  knew  in  the  classroom,  the  kindly 
gentleman  we  knew  as  a friend. 

House,  Homer  C. 

The  Shadow  of  a Man 

Loker  Raley,  New  York,  1910:  $2.25 


“Tooth  pulled  or  plate  adjusted,  madam?  I'm  working 
my  way  through  dental  college.” 


James  Stewart  Company,  Contractors 
Gentlemen : 

Red,  gray,  brown  floors,  dark  blue  at  the  base  of  walls, 
pink  and  cream  colored  walls,  green  trimmings  around  the 
blackboards,  blue  trimmings  around  the  doors. 

( Congratulations! 

Psychologically  this  should  have  a tremendous  effect  on 
students.  It  should  brighten  their  lives,  make  it  a joy  to 
take  exams,  in  short  to  make  of  school  one  big  happy 
Utopia. 

Again  1 say,  congratulations! 

(You  did  select  these  colors  psychologically  didn’t  you?) 

Just  call  me  Sunbeam 
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HAMBURGERS 
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Men  seldom  make  plays  for  girls  who  get  A s. 

Pelican 


\ cute  little'  lass  approached  the  lloor  walker  and  asked. 
“Do  you  have  notions  on  this  floor?'’ 

The  floor  walker  looked  her  over,  and  then  remarked, 
“Yes,  madam,  but  we  suppress  them  during  business 
hours.'" 


In  the  same  way  the  Scandinavian  word  for  Loalhc- 
smne  existed  in  Middle  English  as  leip,  laip  beside  lap, 
lop.  Such  tests  as  these,  based  on  sound-developments 
in  the  two  languages  are  the  most  reliable  means  of 
distinguishing  Scandinavian  from  native  words.  But 
occasionally  meaning  gives  a fairly  reliable  test. 

Baugh, 

History  of  the  English  Language. 

Oh,  we  still  like  the  leip,  lop  test. 


James  Stewart  Company,  Contractors 
Gentlemen : 
dug. 

The  Editor 


IdJluf,,  Snh,  fleeauAe  of  the  Metal 
thatfi  in  Xnt 

A Sequel  to 

”\\  hv  do  the  Bells  at  Peter's  Toll?” 

fly  flanAintoAe  X.  fbepeco 

“Why  do  the  bells  at  ( Jus's  toll?"' 

Asked  Mr.  Xgtl  of  Mr.  Pfghohl. 

“Why,  suh,  because  of  the  metal,” 

Said  Mr.  Pfghohl  with  a know  ing  lear. 

Because  he  w as  deaf  and  couldn’t  hear. 

“The  butcher’s  knife  is  the  poor  cow  's  goal,” 

Sadly  commented  Mr.  Pfghohl, 

“And  tea  is  doomed  to  the  kettle.” 

“So  let's,”  said  he  who  could  not  hear. 

“Let’s  go  and  have  a tank  of  beer.” 

Bells  tolled  then  at  Gus’s  saloon, 

Like  an  anthem  played  on  a brass  spittoon, 

And  the  chorus  was  in  fine  fettle. 

But  Mr.  Xgtl  had  been  dead  a year, 

And  Pfghohl  was  deaf  and  couldn't  hear. 

* * * * * 

They  tolled  all  night;  they  tolled  till  noon; 

They  tolled,  those  bells  at  Gus’s  saloon, 

And  they  shrieked  and  wailed  like  a dying  loon, 

Like  an  anthem  played  on  a brass  spittoon. 

“Why,  Suh,”  said  Xgtl  to  Mr.  Pfghohl, 

“That’s  why  the  bells  at  Gus’s  toll, 

Because  of  the  metal  that’s  in  ’em!” 


Don’t  talk  to  us  about  the  ghost  who  had  hauls  in 
his  pants. 


R.eitAaint 


Somehow  behind  our  rusty  creed, 

Those  dreams  that  gild  the  skies  ahead, 
We  feel  a line  has  been  decreed, 

And  past  that  line  we  may  not  tread. 

Despite  our  inborn  apish  trend, 

We  do  not  change  with  every  pose, 

Tins  truth  clings  with  us  to  the  end: 

The  rose  that  is  must  be  a rose. 

Though  we  endeavor  to  conceal 

Rude  passion's  quenchless  inner  fire, 
Throughout  it  all  we  can  but  feel 
That  somehow  we  are  what  we  are. 


Sue:  “Whom  are  you  bringing  to  the  party?” 

Boy:  “Well,  I like  Helen’s  figure,  Alice’s  lips,  Betty’s 
hips,  Peg’s  arms,  Virginia’s  dancing,  and  Kay’s  . . . 
Kay's  ...  I guess  I'll  bring  Kay!” 


I think  that  1 shall  never  see 
A girl  refuse  a meal  that’s  free; 

A girl  with  hungry  eyes  not  fixed 
I pon  the  drink  that’s  being  mixed; 

A girl  w ho  doesn’t  like  to  wear 
A lot  of  junk  to  match  her  hair; 

Girls  are  loved  by  guys  like  me — 

For  who  on  earth  will  kiss  a tree? 

Si.  John’s  Analyst 


Miss  America 

CHESTERFIELD'S  VALENTINE  GIRL 
Patricia  Donnelly  of  Detroit 


Chesterfield 

The  real  reason  why  Chesterfields 
are  in  more  pockets  every  day  is  because  Chest- 
erfield’s Right  Combination  of  the  world’s  best 
cigarette  tobaccos  gives  you  a better  smoke... 
definitely  milder,  cooler  and  better-tasting.  You 
can’t  buy  a better  cigarette. 

MAKE  YOUR  NEXT  PACK  CHESTERFIELD 


Copyright  1940,  Liggett  & Myers  Tobacco  Co. 


SMOKY  JOE 
HAD  THE  DAMSEL 
IN  DISTRESS! 


“GIDDYAP,  NAPOLEON!  Looks 
like  this  Romeo  is  trying  his  darn- 
dest  to  smoke  us  out.  Phew!  His 
tobacco  smells  like  the  backfire 
from  Pa's  flivver!”  Just  then 


New! 


CELLOPHANE 

TAPE  around  lid 

seals  flavor  in  . . . 
brings  you  tobacco 
100%  factory-fresh! 


UP  RIDES  A RANGER,  sniffs  the 
pipe,  says  to  clean  it  and  refill 
with  mild  Sir  Walter,  a hurley- 
blend  famous  for  aroma.  It 
worked!  Joe  won  her  back! 


IT  SMOKES  AS  SWEET  AS  IT  SMELLS 


Because  Drusilla's  breath  was  horrid 


Men  wouldn't  even  kiss  her  forehead. 
But  Pep-O-Mints  so  turned  the  tide 
Site  gets  more  kisses  than  a bride. 


en  and  refresh  your  hreath  after 
eating,  drinking,  and  smoking. 


FREE!  A BOX  OF  LIFE  SAVERS 
FOR  THE  BEST  WISECRACK! 

\\  hat  is  the  best  joke  that  you  heard  on  the  campus  this 
week  ? 

Send  it  in  to  your  editor.  You  may  wisecrack  yourself 
into  a free  prize  box  of  Life  Savers! 

For  the  best  line  submitted  each  month  by  one  of  the  stu- 
dents, there  will  be  a free  award  of  an  attractive  cellophane- 
wrapped  assortment  of  all  the  Life  Saver  flavors. 

Jokes  will  be  judged  by  the  editors  of  this  publication. 
The  right  to  publish  any  or  all  jokes  is  reserved.  Decisions 
of  the  editors  will  be  final.  The  winning  wisecrack  will  he 
published  the  following  month  along  with  the  lucky  win- 
ner's name. 


The  Winner: 

LOUISE  MERCER 

The  Joke: — 

“Sneagle.” 

“Snoteagle,  suowl.” 

“Snei ther,  snostrich.” 


TUNE  IN— Sir  W alter  Raleigh  “Dog  Douse.”  Every 
Tuesday  night,  NBC  Red  Network. 


T II  E <)  L I)  E I N E 


Eleven 


l/Uax,  IaJoaJzA. 


At  regular  intervals  during  the  past  three  years,  pseudo 
swing  critics  have  been  digging  a grave  for  Benny  Goodman. 
The  slightest  sign  of  weakening  by  I lie  band  was  the  signal 
to  announce  that  its  demise  was  at  hand.  The  departure 
of  each  of  his  star  sidemen  caused  the  huers  and  the  criers 
to  scream  that  Benny  was  all  washed  up,  that  he  never 
again  would  have  a band  that  approached  the  magic  of  his 
near  perfect  outfit  of  1936  and  1937. 

Each  year,  these  critics  have  trotted  out  a band  leader 
whom  they  have  named  as  the  successor  to  Goodman's 
mythical  title  of  “King  of  Swing.”  In  1937  it  was  Tommy 
Dorsey.  In  1938,  Art  Shaw  was  handed  Benny’s  crown. 
Now  Glenn  Miller  is  the  leader  with  the  fair  hair.  Good- 
man, with  all  but  three  of  his  original  band  gone,  is  given 
little  consideration.  But  the  King  is  still  very  definitely 
alive. 

We  were  lucky  enough  to  hear  him  twice  during  his 
weekend  in  Washington  at  the  beginning  of  the  semester. 
What  we  heard  convined  us  that  the  band  is  nearing,  and 
will  again  reach  the  perfection  of  the  old  band.  It  is  true 
that  the  colorful  soloists  are  no  more.  Krupa,  Musso, 
James,  and  Stacy  all  have  gone.  But,  the  ensemble  work 
seems  to  be  almost  as  good  as  it  ever  has  been.  Toots 
Mondello  on  alto  sax  is  the  finest  sax  section  leader  that 
Benny  has  ever  had;  and  Artie  Bernstein  is  certainly  his 
best  bass.  And,  any  band  including  Goodman,  Elman, 
and  Mondello  need  not  worry  about  soloists.  Only  time 
seems  necessary  for  the  development  of  Benny  Goodman's 
second  great  band. 

As  evidence,  listen  to  the  couplying  of  Honeysuckle 
Rose  and  Mendelssohn’s  Spring  Song  and  Darn  That 
Dream  with  Mildred  Bailey  vocalizing.  (Columbia) 


Several  other  recent  records  are  well  worth  auditing. 
Woody  Herman  has  released  Blues  On  Parade,  the  record 
that  Woodchopper’s  Ball  fans  have  been  long  awaiting. 
Saxie  Mansfield  on  tenor  sax,  Steady  Nelson's  trumpet, 
and  Frankie  Carlson's  driving  drumming  are  featured. 
(Deeca) 

The  self-styled  “20th  Century  Gabriel  ",  Erskine  Haw- 
kins, has  made  Baltimore  Bounce,  (Bluebird).  Jimmy 
Lunceford  has  waxed  Liza  (Vocalion);  and  Jimmy 
Dorsey  contributes  a coupling  of  Rigamarole  and 
Swampfire,  (Decca). 

In  the  novelty  field,  The  Man  Who  Comes  Around 

seems  likely  to  eclipse  the  Great  Astor  Loss  series.  Several 
versions  have  been  recorded. 

In  the  record  rediscovery  department,  Bunny  Berigan 
holds  the  spotlight.  Upon  playing  again  his  almost  3 year 
old  records  of  W earing  of  the  Green  and  Frankie  and 
Johnny,  we  were  impressed  with  how  really  fine  and  how 
unappreciated  his  band  really  was.  We  were  also  left 
with  the  conviction  that  in  very  few  bands  have  there  been 
consecutive  trumpet  and  tenor  sax  solos  that  kick  as 
consistently  as  do  those  of  Bunny  and  George  Auld. 

A special  tip  to  collectors,  fraternities  and  sororities: 

We’ve  discovered  a shop  that  should  be  helpful  to  you. 
It’s  the  Quality  Music  Shop  on  7th  St.,  N.  W .,  just  below 
T in  Washington.  Thousands  of  recent  recordings  at  10c 
and  15c  are  available  for  building  up  fraternity  and  soror- 
ity collections.  And  for  the  collectors  they  have  just 
gotten  in  a large  group  of  items  including  Beiderbecke, 
Armstrong  and  Henderson. 

— D.  \Y. 


NEW  RECORDS  USED 


DECCA 

BLUEBIRD 

VICTOR 

BRUNSWICK 

COLUMBIA 

VOCALION 


Quality  Alulic  (?o. 

1836  7th  St.,  N.  W.,  Washington,  D.  C. 

WE  HAVE  ONE  OF  THE  LARGEST  AND  MOST 
COMPLETE  STOCKS  OF  NEW  RECORDS 
IN  TOWN 


50,000 

USED  RECORDS 
10c  — 12  for  $1.00 
Also  Thousands  of 
Collectors  Items — 


OPEN  UNTIL  MIDNIGHT 


Beiderbecke 


Twelve 


THE  OLD  LINE 


*7«e  Military  Hall 


led  by  Merle  and  Louise 
invites  you 

9 to.  1 

in  tlte  <jq,+n  almo-tuf, 


AdntiAAian  $ 1. 65 
tf-avan.  $1.00 


The 

Prince  Georges  Bank 
and  Trust  Company 

solicits  your  account 

Conveniently  located  in 

Mt.  Rainier,  Md.,  and  Hyattsville,  Md. 

T.  Howard  Duckett,  President 


Whether  it  be  for  the  . . . 

MILITARY  BALL... 

or  for  any  other  occasion,  we  are 
equipped  to  give  you  individual  ser- 
vice in  all  branches  of  beauty  work, 
moderately  priced. 

Permanents  3.95 — 5.00 
and  up  complete. 

University  Beauty  Salon 

OPPOSITE  MAIN  GATE 
DRIVE-IN  SHOPPING  CENTER 
Tel.  BErwyn  670  Open  9 to  9 


* 
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Sp. anlili  Sundae. 

by,  ^buity  'Wallace 


“Too  bad  you  hate  men,”  Nan  whispered  to  Melly  as 
two  shiny-buttoned  lads  approached  them  down  the  whole 
length  of  Swatson’s  Hall.  “Maybe  you’ll  feel  differently 
when  you  start  dragging  Noster  Academy  men.  They're 
wonderful!” 

“You  and  your  brass  gods.”  Melly  looked  pityingly 
at  the  perfect  physical  specimens  that  planted  themselves 
in  front  of  them.  The  tall  brunette  who  was  to  be  her 
date  smiled  quizically  as  Tim  introduced  them. 

“Carlos  can't  understand  English  very  well.  You 
better  talk  Spanish  to  him,”  Tim  explained,  “He  hasn't 
been  over  here  very  long.” 

“Howt  can  I?  I only  know  the  word  ‘Senor’.” 

“You  don't  need  words,”  Nan  volunteered.  She  smiled 
at  Carlos  and  pointed  to  the  drinking  fountain. 

Carlos  winked  and  a little  too  willingly  led  her  over 
to  it, 

“Damn  the  international  system,”  Melly  commented 
pleasantly. 

“How  do  you  think  I feel,  being  left  alone  with  a man- 
hater.” 

“You  were  a rat  to  get  me  Carlos.  What  do  you  bet 
lie’ll  ask  me  down  again?"  Melly’s  green  eyes  twinkled 
into  Tim’s  quizzical  ones. 

"Would  you  accept  if  he  asked  you?” 

“Why  should  I?” 

“Then  I bet  you  a chocolate  sundae  that  he  won’t  ask 
you  tonight.” 

"If  we  only  talked  the  same  language — el  mismo  lingo,” 
she  added  feebly  as  Carlos  and  Nan  returned. 

“You  know  the  word  ‘Si’?  We  dance?”  interrupted 
smiling. 

“Si,  Senor.” 

“Donde  viva  listed?”  Carlos’  black  eyes  flashed  down 
at  her  as  they  swung  into  a tango. 

“Where  do  I drink?”  Melly  recalled  her  first  year  of 
Spanish. 

“No,  viva,  viva?”  he  emphasized. 

“Oh,  bebo’s  drink.  Where  do  I live?  A Newr  York.” 

“Ah,  nueva  York.  Carlos  swept  her  out  to  the 
balcony. 

A few  minutes  later,  she  was  striving  to  think  of  the 
word  for  ‘stop’  in  Spanish. 

“Manhater  or  no  manhater.  There’s  a difference  be- 
tween being  crushed  in  a man’s  arms  and  being  crushed 
by  these  confounded  buttons.” 

"I  should  like  to  kees  you  and  kees  you  tonight.” 


“And  tomorrow?”  Melly  asked  practically,  remem- 
bering his  winking  at  Nan. 

“Beso  hoy  y olvido  por  la  manana.” 

“1  kiss  today  and  forget  tomorrow,”  Melly  translated 
slowly.  “Remind  me  to  send  Tim  a chocolate  sundae. 
Danzamos,”  she  commanded,  wincing  from  the  hurt. 

Dancing  with  Tim  for  the  next  dance,  she  explained 
sadly.  “It's  no  use,  Tim  you  win.  He’s  not  interested. 
Thought  I was  winning,  but  these  hotheaded  Spaniards — 
Love  is  their  steady  diet,” 

Tim  glowered.  “The  rat  If  he  asked  you.  You  see, 
I want  you  to  drag  me  next  week-end.” 

Melly  gulped — it  made  her  feel  better,  since  she’d 
resigned  herself  from  getting  a date  from  Carlos. 

“No  voyoz  amos  al  baleoney,”  she  sputtered  helplessly 
when  Carlos  swung  her  out  ncath  the  stars  again  half 
an  hour  later.  She  couldn't  bear  to  look  at  his  dark  eyes 
and  wavy  black  hair. 

“Tu  es  un  shiek,”  she  volunteered  nervously.  “I  no 
kees  hoy  and  forgeto  manana.” 

“Cut  the  comedy,"  Carlos  butted  in.  Tim  told  me  to 
turn  Spanish  but  I gotta  ask  you  so  you’ll  understand 
if  you’ll  drag  me  next  week-end.” 


Fourteen 


THE  OLD  LINE 


BOXING  AND  BOOING 

by  Norman  Hathaway 

Perhaps  one  of  the  more  disheartening  incidents  in  a 
sporting  event,  to  a participant  at  least,  is  to  have  a 
referee’s  decision  or  a players  action  loudly  given  the 
raspberry.  The  discussion  about  the  whole  matter,  how- 
ever, has  been  one-sided.  No  one  seems  to  take  the 
booers  side.  The  reason  is  obvious. 

Maryland’s  ring  teams  have  always  been  noted  for  their 
clean  fighting  and  good  sportsmanship.  It  is  a tradition 
here.  The  numerous  referees  can  ascertain  that  fact. 
So  has  it  been  with  the  student  body.  Outbreakings  now 
and  then  can  undoubtedly  be  traced  down  to  nothing  more 
than  enthusiasm  and  school  spirit.  As  a matter  of  fact, 
no  one  will  moan  any  louder  over  a raw  decision  than  one 
of  we  pugs,  although  most  of  it  is  entirely  inward.  We 
consider  sportsmanship  a sign  of  breeding.  Perhaps  it  is 
surprising  to  find  that  Maryland’s  stumble-bums  think 
that  they  have  breeding,  but  it  is  true. 

When  one  is  in  the  ring  and  is  trying  to  keep  his  head 
intact  upon  his  shoulders  and  succeeds  (to  some  extent  at 
least)  the  support  of  the  students,  disregarding  his  speed 
at  running  backwards,  is  an  important  factor  towards  that 
success.  He  knows  1 hat  the  fellow  in  the  opposite  corner 
has  the  same  idea  in  mind.  Both  of  them  are  lighting 
cleanly  and  as  hard  as  they  can  for  those  supporting  them. 

Usually  the  fellow  across  from  you  is  a pretty  nice  guy. 
You  have  met  him  and  talked  with  him  before  the  fight 
and  found  him  likeable.  And  if  he  makes  an  unintentional 
mistake,  or  cleanly  defeats  you  and  receives  a round  of 
raspberries,  the  mental  hurt  he  receives  is  indirectly  re- 
flected on  you  and  to  you.  That  is  why  Maryland’s 
boxing  squad  considers  sportsmanship  a sign  of  breeding. 

It  is  the  general  consensus  of  opinion  down  in  the  boxing 
room  that  Maryland's  Southern  Conference  Championship 
team  should  repeat  itself  this  year.  The  team  is  well 
balanced  physically,  and  mentally,  too,  we  hope.  The 
more  experienced  men,  naturally,  have  more  chance  of 
bringing  back  individual  championships,  but  the  whole 
team  will  be  swinging  cleanly  and  swiftly— for  Maryland. 


James  Stewart  Company,  Contractors 
Gentlemen : 

Red,  gray,  brown  floors,  dark  blue  at  the  base  of  walls, 
pink  and  cream-colored  w alls,  green  trimmings  around  the 
blackboards,  blue  trimmings  around  the  doors. 

Well. 

Tsk  tsk  tsk,  gentlemen.  Are  you  color  blind,  myopic, 
or  ill?  How  can  anyone,  even  a college  student  be  ex- 
pected to  preserve  his  equilibrium  in  such  surroundings? 

Again  I say  well,  and  tsk  tsk  tsk,  gentlemen. 

Bald,  broad  and  gruesome 


Nothing  To  Do 

Frosh:  “A  woman’s  greatest  attrac- 
tion is  her  hair.” 

Soph:  “1  say  it’s  her  eyes.” 

Junior:  "It’s  unquestionably  her 

teeth.” 

Senior:  "What’s  the  use  of  sitting 
here  lying  to  each  other?” 

— Covered  Wagon. 


A drunk  stumbling  into  a lamp  post 
one  dark  night  climbed  up  to  the  top. 
Feeling  his  way  very  carefully  all 
around  the  pole  he  exclaimed,  “My 
God!  I’m  walled  in.” 


Q:  Why  is  a bandage? 
A:  Just  gauze. 


That’s  \\  here 

Beauty  is  Truth. 

The  Truth  hurts. 

Hertz  conceived  radio. 

Radio  is  propaganda. 

Propaganda  is  tripe. 

Tripe  is  sold  in  a butcher  shop. 

So  that’s  where  Kerwin  gets  his 
models! 
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SLUSH 


She — “I  want  to  see  the  captain  of 
this  ship.” 

He — “Why,  lie’s  forward.” 

She — “I’m  not  afraid;  I'm  used  to 
men.” 


The  doctor  was  questioning  the  new 
nurse  about  her  latest  patient. 

“Have  you  kept  a chart  of  his 
progress?” 

The  nurse  blushingly  replied: 

“No,  but  I can  show  you  my  diary.” 


A New  Angle. 

Absence  makes  the  mark  grow 
rounder. 


Big  Shot:  “Sure,  I'll  endorse  your 
cigarettes  ...  if  you  give  me  $20,000.” 
Adv.  Agent:  “I'll  see  you  inhale 
first.” 


Wit — “Zimbalist  played  Beethoven 
last  Saturday.” 
y2 — “Who  won?” 


When  a fellow  breaks  a date  he 
usually  has  to. 

When  a girl  breaks  a date  she  usually 
has  two. 


The  old  lady  sidled  up  to  the  crib, 
cooing  to  the  little  baby  who  was  lying 
there.  “And  who’s  little  baby  are 
you,”  the  old  lady  gurgled. 

The  baby  frowned.  “Damned  if  I 
know.” 

Froth 


“Dear,  am  1 the  first  man  you  ever 
loved?” 

“Yes,  Reginald,  all  the  rest  were 
fraternity  boys.” 


1/c — “I  hear  that  Ensign  Jones  just 
sat  there  and  smiled  after  eating  his 
wife’s  first  biscuit.” 

2/c — “Yeah,  and  1 understand  he 
was  there  two  days  later — still 
grinning.” 

Log 


Motorcycle  cop  (after  waving  driver 
to  the  side  of  the  road):  Do  you  re- 
member the  last  time  I stopped  you? 

Coed:  Yes.  This  time  I think  I'll 
take  the  ticket. 


Sweet  Young  Thing — “1  love  you 
more  than  Life  itself,  or  any  other 
ten-cent  magazine.” 


• • 

cM'ey  fyella! ! 


J\la  Place 

tf-o-ti  you! ! 

Get  out  from  under  and  play 
safe  by  taking  your  troubles 
to — 

I CHANEY’S 
GARAGE 

OPPOSITE  THE  MAIN  GATE 

• • 


THE  CAD 

He  seized  me  by  my  slender  waist 
I could  not  shriek  or  scream 
He  dragged  me  to  his  dreary  room 
Where  we  could  not  be  seen. 

He  pressed  his  fevered  lips  to  mine 
I could  not  make  him  halt 
He  drained  me  of  my  very  soul 
Of  yeast  and  hops  and  malt. 

He  made  me  what  I am  today 
That’s  why  you  find  me  here 
Rusting  in  this  garbage  pile — 

An  empty  can  of  beer. 

— Chaser. 


DRAFTING 

MATERIALS 

MUTH  710  1 3 IK: 


“Eureka!  I have  found  it” 
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? WHAT  ? 

is  the  man  in  the  topper  saving  to  the  man  with  the  brush? 
To  the  student  sending  the  best  answer  to 

THE  OLD  LINE  BOX  B 

goes  the  original  10"  by  11"  drawing.  Contest  closes 
Monday. 

WHAT’S  YOUR  CAPTION? 


Standard  Engraving  Company 

SUPPLIES  A 

Discriminating  Clientele 

WHO  DEMAND  HIGH  GRADE 

Half-tone  Line  Plates 

IN 

ONE  OR  MORE  COLORS 

★ 

1214  19TH  STREET,  N.  W. 

Washington , D.  C. 

METROPOLITAN  1709 


BIB  VALUES  FOR  1940 

WESTINGHOUSE  REERMGERA  TORS 

6 Cu.  Foot  Model  - - $ 114 75 

{over  13  sq.  ft.  shelf  space) 

llyattsville  Hardware  Co. 

HYATTSVILLE,  MD. 


James  Stewart  Company,  Contractors 
Gentlemen : 

You  have  done  a very  lovely  job  in  erecting  all  these 
pretty  buildings  and  things  on  the  campus,  but  there  is  one 
little  question  I would  like  to  ask  you. 

I hope  I am  not  imposing  on  you  unduly,  but  it  is  this. 
I have  a class  in  a certain  room — scheduled  S-21-  it  is  a 
large  room  and  I sit  near  the  front,  so  not  unnaturally  I 
would  like  to  enter  through  the  front  door.  However  only 
the  back  door  is  numbered  S-21,  the  front  door  is  S-22,  and 
so  I am  afraid  1 will  walk  into  the  wrong  class. 

As  1 am  usually  late  it  would  be  most  embarrassing  for 
me  to  walk  into  the  middle  of  a professor's  lecture  in  some 
strange  class.  However,  I still  would  like  to  enter  by  the 
front  door,  since,  as  I explained  before,  I sit  near  the  front 
of  the  room,  w hich  is  very  large,  and  it  is  very  difficult  to 
get  to  the  front  from  the  back  when  you  come  in  late,  as  I 
usually  do,  and  of  course  vice  versa. 

I am  not  sure  just  what  you  can  do  about  this  unfor- 
tunate situation,  but  since  you  erected  all  these  lovely 
buildings  and  things,  1 feel  that  you  must  have  lots  of 
engineers  and  architects  and  blueprints  and  could  do 
something. 

If  you  feel  that  constructing  a new  building  is  the  only 
solution,  please  do  not  tear  this  one  down  as  it  is  really  a 
very  nice  building,  and  perhaps  you  could  use  it  for  some- 
thing else.  But  please  do  something  soon. 

Love, 

Bewildered 
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1001  WAYS  TO  SKIN  A BANANA 

( let  banana  sunburned.  Banana  will  soon  begin  peeling. 

Scare  banana.  ( irab  skin  when  banana  jumps  out  of  it. 

Tell  banana  it  lias  the  skin  you  love  to  touch.  Banana 
w ill  tremble  like  a leaf.  Skin  will  soon  shake  loose  and 
drop  off. 

Turn  banana  over  to  a gold-digger.  Banana  will  soon 
be  stripped. 

Hypnotize  banana.  Tell  banana  it  is  a snake.  Banana 
will  shed  skin. 

Call  banana  yellow.  Banana  will  want  to  light.  Will 
remove  jacket. 

Advise  banana  that  too  many  clothes  are  unhealthy. 
Banana  will  w ant  to  grow  st l ong  and  robust . W ill  undress 
completely. 

Feed  banana  cod  liver  oil.  Banana  will  slip  right  out 
of  its  skin. 


Confucius  say: 

That  all  dogs  have  their  day,  but  a dog  with  no  tail  has  a 
week-end. 

Thai  man  who  crosses  ocean  twice  without  bath  is  dirty 
double-crosser. 

That  girl  who  buys  cheap  stockings  has  a long  run  for  her 


THE  LAST  MILE 

The  doomed  man  paced  his  cell.  Only  live  minutes 
more,  just  five  minutes  until  he  must  walk  thru  that  little 
door  to  the  Great  Beyond.  He  brushed  a bead  of  per- 
spiration from  his  fevered  brow.  Was  there  no  hope,  no 
chance  for  a last  minute  reprieve?  He  knew  there  was 
none.  He  must  face  it;  he  must  try  to  be  brave.  A door 
grated;  guards  entered.  Near  the  door  stood  the  warden, 
his  face  grim.  This  was  no  easy  job  for  him.  The  poor 
victim  shivered.  Had  the  warden  seen  the  governor? 
He  had.  Was  there  no  hope  at  all?  The  governor  would 
not  interfere.  The  doomed  man  took  a last  look  at  the 
gray  walls  of  his  cell.  They  had  kept  him  secure.  It  was 
like  saying  goodbye  to  old  friends.  The  guards  gentl> 
but  firmly  ushered  him  into  the  corridor.  The  solemn 
group  walked  slowly  along.  Subdued  farewells  reached 
the  prisoner  from  other  inmates  of  the  prison,  but  he 
heeded  them  not.  At  last  he  reached  the  little  door  to  the 
Great  Beyond.  The  Great  Beyond  of  unemployment, 
WPA,  wars,  and  Hoods;  where  he  would  be  alone  without 
a soul  to  give  him  a nickel  for  a cup  of  coffee. 

R.  S.  R. 


“Oh,  lie’s  quite  a flute  player.  Every  time  he  opens 
his  mouth,  he  puts  his  flute  in  it.” 


You  don't  have  to  pull 
that  “ Old  Line" 

o o o 


WOODSTOCK 

TYPEWRITERS 


O O O 

We  rent,  repair  and  sell  'em 
at  special  rates  to  U.  of  M. 
faculty  and  students. 

o o o 

WOODSTOCK  TYPEWRITER  CO. 

In  Washington  1000  Connecticut  flve. 
In  Baltimore  301  W.  Fayette  St. 


moncN . 


HERE’S 

ROY  CONACHER 
(No.  9), 

HIGH -SCORING 
FORWARD  OF  THE 
BOSTON  BRUINS, 
WORLD 
CHAMPIONS 

of ’39... 


IN  THIS  ACTION  SHOT  he’s  come  in  like  a bullet  from  HE’S  AWAY!  He  burns  up  the  ice— a spectacu- 

an  express  rifle. ..he  takes  a pass.  But  the  opposition’s  lar  solo  dash. ..nimbly  he  dodges  the  defense 

defense  stops  him— this  time.  ...draws  out  the  goalie  and  scores. 


AGAIN  a furious  flash  of  speed... a split-second 
of  stick  magic. ..and  the  puck  shoots  home  for 
the  goal  that  wins  the  match. 


His  hockey’s  fast  and  hot! 

BUT  HE  SMOKES  A SLOW- BURNING 
CIGARETTE  FOR  MORE  MILDNESS,  COOLNESS, 
AND  FLAVOR 


SPEEDS  FINE  IN  HOCKEY 
BUT  NOT  IN  CIGARETTES. 

I LIKE  SLOW-BURNING 
CAMELS. . . THEY'RE 
MILDER  AND  COOLER  j 


When  it’s  easy-chair  time  after  the  hockey  match,  you'll  find  Roy  Conacher  of  the  Bruins 
enjoying  a milder,  cooler,  more  fragrant,  and  flavorful  cigarette ...  Camels,  of  course. 


SPEED’S  fine  in  hockey  but  not  in  cig- 
arettes”—Roy,  how  right  you  are! 
Research  men  may  use  fancier  lan- 
guage — but  they  say  exactly  the  same 
thing  about  cigarettes. 

Scientists  know  that  nothing  destroys  a 
cigarette’s  delicate  elements  of  fragrance 
and  flavor  so  mercilessly  as— excess  heat. 
And  cigarettes  that  burn  fast  also  burn 
hot.  Your  own  taste  tells  you  that. 
Slow-burning  cigarettes  don't  burn 


away  these  precious  natural  elements  of 
flavor  and  fragrance.  They’re  milder, 
mellower,  and— naturally— cooler! 

And  the  slowest-burning  cigarette  of 
the  16  largest-selling  brands  tested  was 
Camel... they  burned  23%  slower  than 
the  average  of  the  13  others.  (See  panel 
at  right.)  Why  not  enjoy  Camel’s  extra 
mildness,  coolness,  fragrance,  and  fla- 
vor? And  extra  smoking  equal  to  5 ex- 
tra smokes  per  pack.  ( Again,  eyes  right!) 


FOR  MILDNESS COOLNESS,  AND  FLAVOR 


In  recent  laboratory  tests,  Camels 
burned  25%  slower  than  the  av- 
erage of  the  15  other  of  the  larg- 
est-selling brands  tested  — slower 
than  any  of  them.  That  means, 
on  the  average,  a smoking  plus 
equal  to 


5 

EXTRA 
SMOKES 
PER  PACK! 


CH/MEIS 


SLOW-BURNING  COSTLIER 


TOBACCOS 
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^ SURE  ^ 
I WORK  FAST— 
BUT  I LIKE  M y 1 
SMOKING  SLOW. 

MILDER,  COOLER 
CAMELS  ARE  CHAMPS 
^ WITH  ME 


"l  GET 


in  slower- burning 
Camels/ says  Bill  Corum/ 

famed  sports  writer 
and  columnist 


LIGHTNING-FAST  in 
the  press-box.  Why,  Bill 
Corum’s  been  known  to 
file  3,000  words  of  siz- 
zling copy  during  a sin- 
gle big  sports  event.  But 
no  speed  for  him  in  his 
smoking  — slower-burn- 
ing Camels  are  Bill 
Corum’s  cigarette. 


And  here’s  Bill  at  work 
in  the  quiet  of  his  office. 
Bill. ..typewriter.. .books 
...pictures...and  Camels 
— r/oH'-burning  Camels. 
"I  find  them  milder  and 
cooler  — and  thriftier,” 
he  says. 


Copyright,  into.  n.  .T.  Reynolds 
Tobacco  Co.,  Winston-Salem,  N.  C. 


BILL  CORUM’S  sports  news  isn’t 
just  printed  . . . it’s  sprinted  ...  at 
lightning  speed  from  press-box  to  press 
and  the  Five-Star  Final.  But  when  the 
candid  camera  catches  Bill  in  his  office 
with  a cigarette— well,  "No  speed  for 
me  in  my  smoking,”  he  says. 

His  own  common  sense  and  experi- 
ence tell  him  what  scientists  have  found 
out  in  their  research  laboratories— that 
"slow-burning  cigarettes  are  extra  mild, 
extra  cool,  fragrant,  and  flavorful.” 


Cigarettes  that  burn  fast  just  naturally 
burn  hot.  And  nothing  so  surely  wrecks 
the  delicate  elements  of  flavor  and  fra- 
grance as  excess  heat.  No  wonder  you 
get  a hot,  flat,  unsatisfactory  smoke. 

The  delightful  mildness,  coolness, 
fragrance,  and  flavor  of  Camels  are  ex- 
plained by  this  important  finding  — 
Camels  proved  to  be  the  slowest- burn- 
ing cigarette  of  the  sixteen  largest-sell- 
ing brands  tested!  (The  panel  at  the 
right  explains  the  test.) 


MORE  PLEASURE  PER  PUFF... MORE  PUFFS  PER  PACK! 


In  recent  laboratory  tests,  CAMFLS 
burned  25%  slower  than  the  aver- 
age of  the  15  other  of  the  largest- 
selling  brands  tested— slower  than 
any  of  them.  That  means,  on  the 
average,  a smoking  plus  equal  to 


5 EXTRA 
SMOKES 
PER 
PACK! 


Coeds!  See  page  six  right  now! 
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THE  OLD  LINE 


By  Tommy  St.  Clair 


While  our  ever  bubbling  women’s 
ed  bounces  through  with  her  motto 
for  the  month,  “How  absoid,  the  wing 
is  on  the  boid,”  we  suddenly  realize 
that  even  though  we're  writing  this 
on  a day  the  Baltimore  Sun  sez 
snow  for  tonight,  when  our  gentle 
readers  sail  into  it,  it  will  be  spring, 
and  the  boid  will  be  on  the  thing. 
Lovely  thought. 

Ah  Spring,  ah  Bowie,  ah  Bock! 
When  we  relax  and  let  the  struggling 
Feature  Ed  take  over  for  April. 
When  the  campus  relaxes  and  perhaps 
reads  beyond  the  Life  Saver  Contest 
and  into  the  copy.  When  after  supper 
needs  no  flashlight  and  Kerwin  car- 
toons take  on  deeper  meanings.  Ah 
Spring! 

SOLUTION  . . . 

We  drifted  up  into  the  library  the 
other  day,  and  were  lazying  around 
feeling  sorry  for  Mr.  Fogg  working 
on  a persistent  quilting  party  at  the 
back  table,  when  we  saw  something 
that  made  our  heart  bleed. 

Some  poor  young  lady  had  a book 
that  she  apparently  had  to  read. 
There  were  no  two  ways  about  that, 
it  had  to  be  done.  She  found  herself 
a chair,  plunked  down,  and  looked 
around  at  the  sea  of  wagging  tongues. 
She  opened  to  page  forty-three  and 
gave  it  a try.  Two  pages  later  she 
turned  back  and  started  again.  After 
a third  defeat,  she  laid  down  the  book, 
reached  into  her  pocket. 


The  next  time  we  looked  at  her, 
there  she  sat — all  wrapped  up  in  page 
fifty-nine,  wearing  a pair  of  blue 
lamb's  wool  earmuffs. 

PUBLIC  . . . 

There  apparently  is  another  use 
for  libraries  beyond  the  run  of  the 
mill  reading  and  ranting.  We  know 
of  one  man  that  made  a stab  at  his 
idea  and  got  himself  completely 
thwarted. 

The  friend  that  told  us  this  works 
at  a downtown  book  house  and  was 
on  duty  at  the  main  desk  one  day. 
She  saw  the  man  enter  with  a large 
package  under  his  arm.  He  looked 
cautiously  around,  then  dove  for  an 
alcove  behind  the  stalls. 

Our  friend  went  on  writing  letters 
to  overdue  people,  but  was  suddenly 
interrupted  by  the  sharp  slapping  of 
librarians’  feet  on  the  linoleum.  The 
whole  stall'  seemed  to  be  headed  for 
t lie  alcove  behind  the  stalls,  which 
had  proved  to  be  not  so  out  of  the  way 
as  the  poor  customer  had  thought. 

She  got  there  just  in  time  to  see 
the  head  book  getter  yank  the  poor 
fellow  out  into  the  open  in  a state  of 
extreme  dishabille,  his  package  open 
on  the  floor,  his  change  of  clothing 
still  in  hand,  muttering  dejectedly: 

“No  privacy  at  all  in  a public 
library  any  more.” 


PRIVATE  . . . 

Two  friends  of  ours  were  going  to 
Philadelphia  not  long  ago  on  the 
Pennsylvania.  About  Havre  de  Grace 
one  of  them  decided  she  wanted  a 
cigarette,  so  they  got  up  and  started 
weaving  down  the  aisle. 

They  staggered  along,  trying  to 
look  graceful  in  spite  of  the  Glen  Echo 
angle  of  the  car  as  it  swung  northward. 
It  seemed  to  them  that  they’d  never 
reach  the  smoker  before  Thirtieth 
Street. 

Finally  they  arrived.  But  unfor- 
tunately the  door  was  almost  entirely 
blocked  by  luggage  on  the  platform 
and  inside  the  car.  Cursing  the  day 
that  they  decided  not  to  go  on  the 
Baltimore  and  Ohio,  they  proceeded 
to  climb  over  the  obstacles  and  barge 
in  as  gracefully  as  possible.  They 
were  successful. 

These  girls  are  very  nice  girls  and 
don’t  stand  for  any  fooling.  Imagine 
their  embarrassment  when  a crowd  of 
men  standing  in  the  aisles,  complete 
with  glasses  and  chopped  ice  waved 
to  them  to  come  on  in  and  sit  down! 
There  was  a seat  at  the  very  front  of 
the  car,  so  they  took  it  and  concen- 
trated hard  on  the  city  of  Aberdeen. 

The  things  they  said  to  one  another 
about  the  Pennsylvania  elientelle  and 
the  awful  conditions  they,  who  had 
paid  good  money,  had  to  ride  under 
must  have  been  worth  hearing. 
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But  we  didn’t  hear  them.  We  only 
heard  that  when  they  complained  to 
the  conductor  after  the  second  chorus 
of  Dear  Old  Girl,  he  looked  at  them 
apologetically  and  replied: 

“Well,  after  all,  miss,  they  chartered 
the  car.  They  can  do  what  they  like 
in  it.” 

POSSESSION  . . . 

If  the  heroine  of  this  story  is  still 
in  the  neighborhood,  we  really  mean 
no  harm,  we  think  you've  got  some- 
thing no  one  else  can  touch,  and 
frankly  we’re  a little  jealous. 

Our  neighbor  was  looking  for  a maid 
a few  seasons  ago,  and  her  interviews 
had  gone  along  rather  colorlessly  until 
one  day  when  a large,  jolly,  and  jet 
mammy  walked  into  her  kitchen. 

She  gave  a fine  account  of  herself 
on  the  vacuum  and  rotary  egg  beater. 
In  fact  her  position  in  the  household 
was  an  airtight  thing.  Then  our 
neighbor  remembered  that  she  had 
quite  foolishly  forgotten  one  little 


item. 

“What’s  your  name?”  she  asked. 

“Precious  Christ  Child.”  came  the 
answer. 

“Yes,  but  what  can  we  call  you 
around  here?” 

“Oh,  just  call  me  Precious.” 

And  she  picked  up  her  chamois  and 
went  to  work. 

CLASSED  . . . 

Were  firm  believers  in  the  good 
reading  material  to  be  found  in  your 
classified  ad  section.  In  the  back  of 
local  phone  books  we  learn  that  four 
of  our  favorite  nearby  establishments 
are: 

Fallsway  Auto  Parts 
Kid  well  Body  ( ]o. 

Acorn  Bindery 
The  Cat  Hotel 

but  more  important  that  this,  we  read 
further  and  decide  that  if  our  name 
were  Gale  E.  Pugh,  we’d  stay  out 
of  the  egg  business. 


“Let’s  see  now.  Where  was  I?” 
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THE  OLD  LINE 


9ce  Out 

A Glta^iacte/i  Study 


Woods  crazy, — that's  what  they 
call  me.  And  by  gad,  they’re  right. 
Yessir,  plain  woods  crazy.  Wouldn’t 
of  lived  like  this  nigh  onto  forty  year 
if  I warn't.  Sure  can  live  as  1 please, 
and  this  way  suits  me. 

Guess  I'm  the  freeist,  whitest  citizen 
Maine  ever  had,  even  if  I ain’t 
twenty-one.  So  what’s  stoppin  me 
from  buildin  my  own  cabin  where  I 
want  it,  and  where,  thank  God, 
nobody  else  wants  one  for  pret  near 
fifteen  mile. 

Had  all  I want  of  that  stuffy  durn 
life  them  fools  call  civilization.  Too 
much  of  it.  If  I hadn’t,  wouldn’t  of 
left  Carratunk.  Lived  there  two  year 
and  three  days  with  all  them  six 
hundred  people.  They  was  just  five 
hundred  ninety-nine  too  many  for 
me,  so  three  days  after  my  sherriffs 
job  was  up,  I broke  camp.  Yessir, 
reckon  Johnny  Flagg  knows  when 
he’s  had  enough.  Sherriffed  a year, 
and  aye  gad,  you’d  a thought  I was 
guilty  of  some  crime  instead  of  just 
bein  the  law  officer  around  there. 
Everybody  suspicion  in  everybody  else. 

Nope,  I guess  me  and  people  just 
warn’t  made  to  get  along.  Was  the 
same  way  down  at  Moosehead  the 
year  1 guided  down  there.  By  gad, 
what  them  crazy  tourists  know  about 
huntin  and  fishin  wouldn’t  fill  a 
chipmunk’s  belly.  Damn  Chicago 
doctor  tryin  to  catch  trout  in  midlake, 
Durn  fool  couldn’t  even  cast  a fly. 
Guess  I showed  him  wliar  to  get  off. 
1 wonder  if  he’s  still  settin  there 
by  the  fire  like  1 left  him,  swiggin  his 
sickenin  coffee.  Humph,  argue  with 
Johnny  Flagg  about  how  to  catch 
fish!  If  he  got  back  to  camp,  it 
wasn’t  a fault  of  mine,  cause  I sure 
wasn't  wastin  any  trail  blazin  on  that 
greenhorn. 


Aye,  Dammit,  there  goes  that 
dratted  leg  actin  up  again.  Never 
been  the  same  since  Frenchy  Du  Lac 
took  it  for  a tree  trunk  that  winter, 
loggin  upstate,  and  buried  his  axe 
in  it.  I got  no  malice  toward  Frenchy, 
though.  That  home-brewed  hootch’ll 
do  that  to  them  foreignors.  Nope, 
Frenchy  was  all  right.  Frenchy  Du 
Lac,  and  Pete,  wonder  what’s  become 
of  that  whiteheaded  Swede,  and  that 
blunderin  idiot, — what’s  his  name — ? 

By  God,  look  at  me — settin  here 
reminiscin  like  a fool  woman.  Talkin 
to  myself  like  I was — but  1 suppose 
I am.  Yessir,  good  name  for  me, 
woods  crazy.  Crazy  as  a loon. 

I don't  know,  though,  I guess 
there’s  somethin  round  this  time  of 
year  sort  of  gets  a man  going  like 


this.  Your  thoughts  get  frozen  in 
your  head  all  winter,  stuck  like.  And 
then  long  about  March  they  begin  to 
crack  up  and  just  break  out  somehow. 
Just  like  the  lake  out  yonder.  Yessir, 
beginnin  to  crack  up  round  the  edges. 
Reckon  I'll  be  get  tin  up  some  mornin 
soon  and  find  it  in  chunks  all  rough 
and  gray.  Ice  out!  By  gad,  that’s 
when  a man  begins  to  live.  That’s 
when  he  and  his  maker  sort  of  gel 
to  understand  each  other.  Especially 
if  there  ain't  no  blasted  idiots  around 
to  spoil  things. 

Yep,  God  can  get  mighty  durn  close 
to  a man  in  spring  time  around 
about  sun-up  when  the  glow  starts 
spreadin  itself  around  long  before  the 
sun  shows  itself  anywhere.  It  all 
gets  sort  of  pink.  Especially  Big  Tom 
over  yonder  cross  the  creek.  With 
that  snow  coverin  her,  she  starts 
glowin  round  sun-up  like  as  if  there 
was  some  light  of  her  own  shinin  out. 
It's  all  just  pink  for  a spell.  Pink 
and  quiet,  cept  now  and  then  for  a 
sparrow  craekin  a twig  overhead. 
Sort  of  muffled,  too,  with  the  haze 
over  the  lake  all  fluffy  like  a cloud. 
And  then  somethin  begins  to  light  up 
bright,  away  over  the  across  lake. 
Enchanted  Peak  just  eatchin  the  sun. 
Then  it’s  no  time  till  there’s  a sudden 
burst  o’  glory,  and  up  comes  that 
ball  of  fire  leapin  out  from  behind 
Alt.  Carver  like  a shot.  By  God, 
that’s  a sight  to  see.  And  it’s  all 
mine.  No  featherbrain  around  to 
ask  you,  “Ain't  it  gorgeous?”  Nobody 
but  just  me,  and  maybe  once  in  a 
while  a whitetailed  doe,  creepin  up 
soft  behind  you,  and  lookin  too. 

And  every  mornin  that  old  glow  is 
get  tin  pinker  and  pinker — nearin  ice 
out  time.  That’s  a sure  sign.  Won't 
be  long  before  the  sap'll  be  runnin. 


golden  and  slinky,  and  then,  before 
you  know  it,  the  snow’ll  be  gone. 
Yessir,  soon  Old  Baldface  will  be 
showin  her  granite  insides  where  the 
slide  cut  her  up.  And  Big  Tom’ll 
be  t urn  in  that  second  -growth — green 
down  near  the  base.  Durn  fools 
hackin  up  these  mountains  in  ’68 
just  on  accounta  a big  lumber  drive. 
Durn  fools!  But  she’s  still  virgin 
black-green  near  l lie  peak.  That’s  it, 
Old  Tom,  you  showed  ’em. 

Men  got  no  right  foolin  with  God’s 
works.  Most  of  the  idiots  got  no 
more  sense — What  would  they  know 
or  care  about  the  things  that  happen 
in  ice  out  time? 

What  do  they  know  about  the  ice 
crackin  up  on  the  lake  and  swellin 
the  streams  till  they  just  spill  out 
over  the  banks?  How  can  they  tell 
when  they  see  a wild-eyed  doe  leap 
off  into  the  bushes  that  she’s  goin  to 
feed  her  young  fawn?  What  do  they 
know  about  the  soft,  quiverin  feel  of 
a kingfisher  bird  that’s  beeu  hurt  in 
a fight  protectin  his  nest.  The  dark 
red  blood  tricklin  slow  down  his  blue 
breast.  1 wonder  if  they’d  like  it 
w hen  some  chipmunk  skitters  over  the 
roof,  wakin  you  up  right  in  the  middle 
of  your  best  sleep.  But  I bet  they'd 
laugh  their  fool  heads  off  at  those 
crazy  loons  duckin  and  disappearin 
in  the  lake  and  screecliin  to  each 
other  like  they  was  crazy. 

You  know  we’re  a good  pair,  the 
loons  and  me.  Plain  crazy.  Woods 
crazy,  they  call  it.  But  we  like  it. 
We  wouldn’t  change  for  to  be  presi- 
dent. No  sir.  Specially  not  now  at 
ice  out  time.  Not  when  it’s  so  good 
to  feel  the  sap  runnin  in  your  veins, 
and  you  begin  to  feel  as  alive  as  that 
spreckled  tail  deer  kickin  up  over 
yonder  across  the  creek. 

But  look  here,  Johnny  Flagg,  durned 
if  you  haven’t  talked  your  fool  head 
off.  No  wonder  they  call  you  woods 
crazy.  Plain  woods  crazy. 

By  gad,  now  where  did  I put  that 
durn  pipe? 

— M.  Z. 


S L U S H 


An  old  master  whose  name  was  ( iiotto 
Held  an  artiste  salon  in  a grotto. 

On  his  spirits  frumenti 
Long-haired  cognoscienti 
Returned  to  their  domiciles  blotto. 

— Lampoon. 


A girl’s  face  may  be  her  fortune, 
but  it’s  her  legs  that  draw  the  in- 
terest. 


“Waiter,  there’s  a fly  in  my  ice 
cream!” 

“Let  him  freeze,  and  teach  him  a 
lesson!  The  little  rascal  was  in  the 
soup  last  night.” 


What  is  double  petunia? 

Well,  a petunia  is  a flower  like  a 
begonia ; 

A begonia  is  a meat  like  a sausage; 

A sausage  and  battery  is  a crime; 

Monkeys  crime  trees; 

"frees  a crowd ; 

\ rooster  crowd  in  the  morning 
and  made  a noise; 

A noise  is  on  your  face  like  your 
eyes; 

The  eyes  is  the  opposite  of  the 
nays; 

A horse  nays:  A horse  has  a colt; 

You  got  a coll  and  go  to  bed  and 
wake  up  in  the  morning  with  double 
petimia. 


He  rounded  a bend  at  close  to 
forty.  A sudden  skid  and  the  car 
overturned.  They  found  themselves 
sitting  together,  unhurt,  alongside 
the  completely  smashed  car.  lie  pul 
his  arm  around  her  waist,  but  she 
drew  away. 

“It’s  all  very  nice,”  she  sighed, 
but  wouldn't  il  have  been  easier  to 
run  out  of  gas?” 

— Battalion 


Life  is  what  you  make  it  until  some- 
one comes  along  and  makes  it  worse. 


SMOKY  JOE 
HAD  THE  DAMSEL 
IN  DISTRESS! 


"GIDDYAP,  NAPOLEON!  Looks 
like  this  Romeo  is  trying  his  darn- 
dest  to  smoke  us  out.  Phew!  His 
tobacco  smells  like  the  backfire 
from  Pa's  flivver!”  Just  then 


UP  RIDES  A RANGER,  sniffs  tin 
pipe,  says  to  clean  it  and  refill 
with  mild  Sir  Walter,  a hurley 
blend  famous  for  aroma.  It 
worked!  Joe  won  her  back! 


TUNE  IN — Sir  Walter  Raleieh  “Dog  House.”  Every 
Tuesday  night,  NBC  Red  Network. 


Six 


THE  OLD  LINE 


JelleflPs  Presents  . . . 

A Charm  School  of  Fashion 


These  are  the  Campus  Beauties  that  model  Jelleff’s 
Spring  and  Summer  styles  this  afternoon 


Today  at  four  thirty  the  Maryland  coed  gets  a real 
break  in  fashion  previews.  For  the  first  time  in  its 
history,  the  Old  Line  is  sponsoring  a style  show  designed 
to  help  the  Maryland  girl  choose  her  Easter  and  summer 
wardrobe. 

Modeled  by  the  thirteen  candidates  for  beauty  queen, 
the  things  that  are  most  attractive  to  the  college  woman 
will  be  brought  out  from  Frank  R.  Jelleff  in  Washington 
to  be  paraded  on  the  stage  of  our  auditorium. 

Gone  is  the  era  of  sloppy  catch  as  catch  can,  the  era 
of  smart  and  smooth  is  in.  Miss  Jay,  Jelleff’s  style  show 
specialist,  promises  no  run  of  the  mill  succotash  prints 
or  chicken  wire  plaids.  She’s  bringing  no  limp  organdy 
or  tired  but  trying  taffeta.  These  clothes  are  going  to 
be  tops — you’ll  know  why  when  you  see  them. 

The  tailored  things  feature  the  new  long  jacket  and 
softer  lines,  classic  blouses  that  prove  your  smartness, 
and  chic  accessories  to  break  the  monotony  of  last  year’s 
suit  and  add  dash  to  this  year’s. 

Wednesday,  March  20 
at  4:30 


Afternoon  things  again  are  smooth.  The  queens  will 
step  out  in  new  pastels  and  florals  that  are  sheer  poetry. 
(And  Easter  only  four  days  off!) 

Summer  play  clothes  will  lend  an  unusual  npte  to  our 
showing  with  quaint  “little  girl’’  dresses  as  well  as  the 
standby  shirt  waist  one  and  two  piece. 

The  highlight  of  the  show  will  be  the  evening  collection 
— a triumph  for  Jelleff’s  smoothie  department.  With 
an  eye  to  the  Spring  Formals  that  are  on  the  way,  Miss 
Jay  is  bringing  an  oh  and  ah  collection  that  will  make 
you  feel  like  the  only  girl  in  the  room  from  now  until 
next  fall. 

In  getting  up  the  show,  Miss  Jay  has  chosen  styles 
that  fit  into  the  college  allowance.  So  that  means  that 
anything  you  see  this  afternoon  is  yours  at  the  usual 
junior  shop  prices. 

All  in  all  Miss  Jay  has  painted  for  us  a pretty  good 
picture  that  no  girl  would  want  to  miss.  Take  a tip 
from  us  and  drop  into  the  auditorium  at  four-thirty. 

Agricultural 

Auditorium 


T H E <)  L I)  LIN  E 


Seven 


Are  you  going  to  seed?  This  spring?  Let  the  Old  Line  help  you. 


Astors — All  sizes  and  colors,  about  three  feet  high.  Also 
known  as  poppies.  Very  popular  spring  bloom  in 
two  varieties.  Have  you  poppied  the  question  yet? 
Or  When’re  you  going  to  Astor?  In  5 and  10  cent 
packets.  Perennial. 

Bachelor’s  Buttons — Loads  of  fun  and  easy  to  sew. 
Not  to  be  confused  with  Bachelor  Mothers  or  Bachelor 
Bundles. 

Begonias — Delicate  blooms  appearing  oddly  enough  in 
midwinter.  These  good  old-fashioned  flowers  are  a 
welcome  addition  to  any  flower  pot.  Ladies  will 
find  them  especially  useful  to  keep  on  hand  in  the 
living  room.  If  the  young  man  becomes  too  forward, 
just  show  him  these  flowers,  and  when  he  asks, 
“What’s  this?”  just  say,  “Begonias  bum.” 

Black-eyes  Susans — These  are  our  ordinary  Susans, 
slightly  soiled.  Susan  walked  into  a door.  Or 
what  have  you?  We  have  these  in  packets  of  100 
at  50%  off. 

Flox — Nyaa,  nyaa,  nyaa,  said  the  little  Flox.  Nyaa, 
nyaa,  you  can’t  catch  me!  But  you  can  catch  our 
Flox,  and  at  our  special  introductory  price,  too. 

Jonquils — Our  special  triple  blooms.  This  flower  is  a 
lovely  creation  in  pink  mousseline  desoie  with  a 
pin-tucked  decollete,  hugging  the  midriff  in  a six- 
gored  empire  commerbund  flaring  into  a chartreuse 
damask.  Cut  on  the  bias,  perforated  and  pre- 
cancelled “Anglo-Egyptian  Sudan."  Truly  a rare 
flower  and  a value  at  any  price.  Also,  in  our  super 
special  packet,  with  horsehair  accessories,  surcharged 
"Shoot  the  castor  to  me,  master.  Well,  oil  right. 
Dig  dig  dig.” 

Larkspur — We'll  bet  you  knew  that  cats  purr,  but  now 
larkspur  too!  And  for  only  fifteen  cents  a packet. 

Marijuana  Weed  Don’t  be  a dope!  Lends  dash  and 


romance  to  any  garden.  You  can’t  miss  this  op- 
portunity to  stupify  your  friends. 

Milkweed — Weed  hate  to  see  you  lose  out  on  our  sen- 
sational offer  for  this  plant.  And  you  don't  have  to 
have  pull  with  a cow  to  get  milk  from  our  milkweed. 

Pansies — In  pink,  white  and  tea  rose.  W ith  or  without 
ruffles. 

Petunias — Our  special  in  two  varieties — solid  brass,  or 
nickel-plated.  Once  you've  seen  them,  you  will 
agree  with  our  motto:  “Them’s  not  cuspidors, 

pardner;  them  ‘spetunias.” 

Pinks — Tender  little  flowers  guaranteed  to  choke  out  all 
weeds  in  one  week  and  all  flowers  in  two.  In  two 
shades — blue  and  yellow.  Children,  especially,  will 
love  these  flowers.  We  once  heard  a little  child  say 
of  them,  “Confidentially,  they  pinks.” 

Tulips — Tulips  are  better  than  one.  (let  yours  now. 
Three  packets  for  a quarter. 

Zinnias — No  happy  home  can  afford  to  be  without 
zinnias.  These  are  the  great  American  flower  and 
this  year  are  the  same  color  as  last  year,  which  is 
not  unusual.  These  flowers  were  the  inspiration  of 
the  Great  American  Tragedy,  which  begins:  "Who 

was  that  lady  l zinnia  with  last  night?” 


ABE  YOU  GOING  TO  POT?  PLANTS?  If  you  are, 
do  it  right.  The  Old  Line  will  go  right  along  with  you. 
For  complete  catalog  just  drop  a slot  to  Barrimore  X. 
Depew',  Fine  Arts,  Seeds,  and  Fertilizers  Editor,  Old 
Line,  College  Park.  All  correspondence  strictly  con- 
fidential— reply  in  plain  envelope — no  confidences  re- 
vealed! Our  motto;  “If  it's  a plant,  we  seed  who  done  it." 

— C.  F.  K. 
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Nine 


A Chronological  History 

of 

American  Humor 


From  the  rock  bound  coast  of  Maine  to  the  sunny 
shores  of  California,  from  the  wooded  lakes  of  Wisconsin 
to  the  burning  deserts  of  Arizona,  from  the  sunny  shores 
of  Florida  to  the  rock  bound  coast  of  Washington! 

Someone  has  said  that  humor  is  not  born,  it  is  made. 
Or  was  it  Wordsworth?  No  matter  now,  let  us  turn  back 
the  pages  of  history  to  the  dawning  of  civilization  as  we 
know  it  is  in  the  New  World.  Our  magic  carpet  pauses 
briefly  over  San  Salvador.  (Hey,  Tony,  sompinsa  matter 
widda  carpet!)  Breathlessly  we  watch. 

1492  An  Italian  gentleman  in  a velvet  beret  and  satin 
doublet  wades  up  on  the  beach,  pulls  a sword  on  an 
Indian  chief  and  proclaims: 

“Who  was  that  teepee  I saw  you  with  last  night.” 
"That  was  no  teepee,  that  was  my  squaw." 

1607  -Time  passes.  John  Smith  settles  in  Jamestown, 
and  one  night  after  a corned  beef  and  cabbage  at  Local 
no.  39  stops  a passing  Indian  maid: 

“Who  was  that  gentleman  1 saw  you  with  out  last 
night?” 

“That  was  no  gentleman,  that  was  my  neck.” 

1620  The  carpet  swings  up  the  coast  to  Plymouth. 
A Pilgrim  matron  is  having  a heart  to  heart  talk  with 
her  daughter.  We  lower  our  microphone,  and  take  the 
liberty. 

“Who  was  that  gentleman  I saw  you  with  last  night?” 
“That  was  no  gentleman,  he  made  me  come  across 
on  the  Mayflower.” 

1673 — Life  on  the  Mississippi.  And  we  hear: 
Marquette:  “Who  was  that  convert  I seen  you  with 
last  night?” 

Joliet:  “That  was  no  convert,  that  was  my  martyr.” 
1776  A hot  summer  afternoon  in  an  out  of  the  way 
Philadelphia  snug.  Two  powdered  wigs  are  chatting: 


“What  was  that  constitution  I saw  you  working  on 
last  night?” 

“Heavens,  I must  have  left  the  shade  up." 

1812  Home  town  stuff,  being  in  Baltimore  after  the 
big  night  at  Ft.  McHenry. 

“Who  was  that  lady  I seen  you  with  last  night?" 
“That  was  no  lady,  that  was  my  anthem." 

1865 — Bloody  year  in  the  south  with  the  same  bloody 
story.  Blue  walks  up  to  gray  and  sez: 

“Who  was  that  lady  I seen  you  with  last  night?" 
“That  was  no  lady,  that  was  Antietam.” 

1900— Lillian  Bussell,  here  we  come!  In  an  old  concert 
hall  on  the  Bowery  there  was  quoted: 

“Who  was  that  lady  I seen  you  with  last  night?” 
“That  was  no  lady,  that  was  my  Beef  Trust." 

1916 — A gentleman  in  a high  collar  and  wide  straw 
sez  to  a second  gentleman  in  button  shoes: 

“Who  was  that  brunette  I seen  you  with  last  night?" 
“That  was  no  brunette  that  was  my  Liberty  Bond." 
1928— Era  of  apathetic  prosperity.  Lots  of  every  thing, 
dearth  of  new  jokes.  First  New  Englander  sez: 

“Why  was  that  lady  I seen  you  with  last  night — ?" 
“I  do  not  choose  to  run.” 

1935 — Coming  closer.  The  old  carpet  is  wearing  thin, 
our  tour  nearly  completed.  One  long  skirt  sez  to  the  girl 
on  her  left: 

“Who  was  that  gentleman  1 seen  you  with  last  night?" 
“That  was  no  gentleman,  1 met  him  at  college.” 

1940 — The  grim  and  earnest  present.  Yet  be  of  good 
cheer,  we  still  have  the  Navy  Log.  And  say,  last  week 
they  had  the  cutest  thing: 

1/c:  “Who  was  that  lady  I saw  you  with  Iasi  night?" 

2/c:  “That  was  no  lady,  sir,  that  was  my  wife." 

(3499,  please) 
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MARYLAND 

Soft  Drinks  Pastries 

So  \ 

Whose  fault  was  it?  I 
and  fellows  have  to  f 

8.  While  on  the  subject  of  what  you  say  on  a 
date — are  you  forgetful  of  the  fact  that  girls  love 
to  hear  sweet  nothings?  And  not  gushy  nothings, 
either.  We  think  Ruth  Punnett  puts  it  aptly — 

“When  I’m  all  dressed  up  and  feel  like  the  prover- 
bial sore  thumb,  I want  my  date  to  notice  how 
I look,  and  not  just  say  ‘Well,  come  on,  let’s 


— so  she  wouldn’t  date  you  again?  Do  you  know  why? 
We  sat  in  on  the  Charm  School,  and  afterward  we  asked 
some  of  the  coeds  about  their  pet  peeves  and  secret 
delights  in  dates,  and  this  is  what  we  gleaned: 

1.  One  requirement  nearly  every  coed  named  was 
courtesy.  Do  you  adhere  to  the  ordinary  polite  con- 
ventions— opening  doors,  making  introductions,  con- 
sidering your  date’s  family?  Know  all  the  natural, 
solicitous  courtesies,  but  don’t  be  ostentatious  about  it. 

2.  Do  you  know  how  to  ask  for  a date,  without  putting 
us  on  the  proverbial  spot?  Don't  ask,  “Are  you  doing 
anything  tomorrow  night?”  Be  specific,  and  suggest 
something  fun  maybe  one  or  two  alternatives,  so  we  ll 
know  how  much  money  you  can  spend. 

3.  Give  a little  advance  notice  when  you  want  a date. 
Don’t  call  at  7:30  for  a 9:00  dance. 

4.  When  you  get  the  date,  come  on  time!  If  the  date 
is  for  8:00,  don’t  come  breezing  over  at  7:30,  or,  worse 
yet,  at  8:30. 

5.  A car  is  not  essential,  according  to  campus  coeds, 
but  it  helps.  If  you  don’t  have  a car,  try  double  dating 
with  someone  who  does.  We  like  double  dates  oc- 
casionally. 

6.  Passable  dancing  is  essential!  Don’t  think  girls 
like  to  be  stepped  on,  and  pushed  awkwardly  around 
the  floor — and  please!  don’t  try  to  jitterbug  and  im- 
provise fancy  steps  if  you  don’t  know  what  you’re  doing. 

7.  Maybe  your  conversation  is  not  up  to  par.  Do 
you  continually  talk  about  yourself,  and  your  other 
dates?  Do  you  exclude  your  date  from  the  conversation 
if  she  doesn’t  know  the  crowd?  Do  you  appear  blank 
when  books  and  music,  or  current  events  are  discussed. 
C-heck  up  on  your  topics  of  conversation. 


go'  . . .” 

9.  Are  you  in  the  habit  of  giving  the  coeds  credit  for 
knowing  a thing  or  two?  At  least  act  as  though  you 
think  we  are  cute — none  of  this  “women-are-so-dumb” 
stuff. 

10.  We  don’t  insist  on  expensive  dates.  A boy  with 
a good  imagination  can  show  us  a better  time  doing 
nothing  than  some  boys  could  at  the  most  glamorous 
hot  spot.  We’d  rather  you’d  expend  your  personality 
than  to  spend  your  money.  Janet  McFadden  says, 
“I  like  to  spend  Sunday  afternoons  bicycling  or  skating, 
or  driving  on  Sky  Line  Drive.  It’s  more  fun  eating 
peanuts  at  the  Zoo,  than  going  to  the  movies  all  the 
time.”  She  like  boys  who  are  lots  of  fun,  but  who  can 
be  serious  if  the  occasion  demands.  This  item  “fun”. 
Naturally,  we  think  the  most  fun  is  for  you  to  show  how 
much  you  enjoy  just  being  with  us,  but  you  should  have 
a few  tricks  up  your  sleeve,  just  in  case.  Picnics,  steak 
fries,  hikes,  taking  pictures — all  rate  high  with  U.  of  M. 
coeds. 

11.  In  all  these  “fun”  activities,  the  girls  agree  on  one 
idea — A sense  of  humor  is  a prerequisite!  Be  able  to 
see  a joke  on  yourself,  and  don’t  rely  on  crude  jokes  on 
others  for  your  enjoyment.  The  effusively  cheerful  male 
is  out,  but  you  might  at  least  act  as  though  you  enjoyed 
life.  And  for  heaven's  sake,  save  your  smut  for  the 
boys  in  the  back  room. 

12.  Relax,  and  those  around  you  will  relax.  If  you 
are  ill  at  ease,  your  date  will  be  all  worn  out  before  the 
evening  is  over.  Take  it  easy!  We  like  you  natural! 

13.  And  as  for  the  boy  who  says  insinuating  things 
about  us,  then  is  so  sweet  to  our  collective  face, — Jackie 
Wilson  sums  it  up  when  she  says,  “I  don't  like  hypocrites. 
I like  men  who  are  frank." 


f Date  Was  a Flop  . . . 

(b  you  weren’t  to  blame — But  if  there’s  any  doubt,  read  wliat  the  other  coeds 
ill  check  up  on  yourself  so  that  you  won’t  make  the  same  mistake  twice. 


Because  the  girls  are  all  getting  primed  up  on  their 
behavoir  in  the  Charm  School,  we  thought  it  only  fair 
that  the  boys  should  have  their  say  so.  So  we  asked 
around  to  find  out  what  it  was  they  liked  in  a date  and 
here  is  the  result: 

1.  Be  reasonably  on  time.  We  don’t  mind  sitting 
around  talking  to  your  family  for  a while,  but  after  all 
it’s  you  we  asked  for  the  date,  and  we  don't  like  to  be 
kept  waiting  for  an  hour  or  two  when  you  agreed  to  be 
ready  at  a certain  time. 

2.  Intelligence  is  the  thing  we  demand  most  in  a girl. 
You  don’t  have  to  let  us  know  that  your  Phi  Bete  material, 
but  we’d  like  you  to  be  able  to  get  along  conversationally 
on  almost  any  subject.  If  you  don’t  know  anything 
about  it,  don’t  try  to  kid  yourself  and  us  too. 

3.  Don’t  gush.  This  “big  handsome  man”  stuff  is 
pure  theory.  Don’t  try  to  hand  us  a line  all  the  time. 

4.  We  like  you  to  fit  in  with  the  couple  we  are  double 
dating  with.  Get  in  the  swing  of  things,  and  be  one  of 
the  party.  The  “hard  to  please”  girl  is  wasting  her  time 
and  ours. 

5.  Don’t  be  conspicuous  in  public  places.  We 
don’t  mean  that  we  want  to  date  a mouse,  but 
if  there’s  anything  that  will  lower  our  opinion 
of  you  it’s  popcorn  throwing  and  cross  room 
high-signing. 

6.  Be  comparatively  self  reliant.  If  you  arrive 
at  a door  and  we  are  a few  steps  behind,  open 
it,  don’t  stand  there  helplessly  waiting.  Let  us 
watch  out  for  you  some  of  the  time,  but  don’t 
make  it  a hand  and  foot  act. 

7.  Dress  to  suit  your  own  type.  Just  because 
every  other  girl  is  going  sweetly  fluffy,  that’s 
no  cue  for  our  Boz  Bussell  girl  to  try  it  too.  The 
same  goes  for  make-up.  If  you  look  your  best 
in  mascara  and  fake  eyelashes,  go  to  it.  But  if 
you  don’t — . 

8.  Don’t  try  to  mend  your  thinning  make-up 
in  public.  Frankly,  we  don’t  care  if  there’s  a 


curl  out  of  place,  but  if  you  must,  excuse  yourself  and 
renovate  in  private. 

9.  We  like  the  girl  who  can  pass  off  embarrassing 
moments  with  absolute  ease.  The  one  who  doesn’t  make 
an  issue  of  the  cop  that  stops  us  for  speeding,  the  water 
the  waiter  spilled  on  the  table,  the  tickets  to  the  dance 
that  we  left  on  the  bureau.  Use  a little  poise,  and  you’ll 
help  us  out  immensely. 

10.  We’re  not  millionaires.  If  we  can’t  take  you  to 
the  Shoreham,  we  ll  tell  you,  and  try  to  think  of  something 
a little  gentler  on  the  wallet.  Don’t  ask  too  much  of  us. 

11.  Let  us  know  what  you  want  to  do.  Maybe  some- 
one has  said  that  the  thing  for  you  to  do  is  to  be  a good 
sport  and  humor  us  along,  dance  when  we  want  to,  dine 
when  we  want  to.  If  we  ask  for  a date,  we  want  to  show 
you  a good  time,  so  let  us  know  how  you  feel.  We 
aim  to  satisfy. 

12.  Good  dancing  is  your  best  selling  point  in  plenty 
of  cases.  Work  on  this  one. 

13.  And  about  smoking  and  drinking.  If  you  don’t 
O.K.  But  if  you  do,  we  don’t  think  any  the  less  of  you 
for  it  if  you  use  discretion.  Don’t  get  ahead  of  the  party. 

“Now  I'll  have  my  say  ...” 
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Twelve 


T H E O L D LI  N E 


“Wasn’t  t hat  coffee  awful?” 


I lie  Bubble  Goons 


heavier  and  poor  Mama  Goon  trudged 
all  over  the  country,  until  finally  she 
came  to  Maryland  University  and  felt 
right  at  home.  — C.  K. 


Chaucer  and  I wrote  a dirty  story, 
Bawdy  and  lewd  from  the  start; 
But  mine,  people  said,  was  porno- 
graphic 

And  Chaucer's  was  classical  art. 


When,  in  response  to  a columnist’s 
suggestion,  she  gave  $,000  for  a poor 
children’s  party  in  New  York,  she 
was  denounced  on  the  one  hand  for 
showing  off,  and  on  the  other  for  not 
giving  more. 

“Everybody,”  she  says,  “blames 
everyt hing  on  me.” 

\\  ashington  Post 

You  can't  win. 


The  goon  had  bubbles  floating 
around  his  head,  and  every  time  he 
passed  through  a door,  he  had  to  duck 
so  they  wouldn’t  catch  on  the  door 
and  hold  him  back.  And  his  fingers 
were  webbed,  and  he  didn't  have  any 
toes,  but  when  he  got  mad,  he  would 
twine  his  lingers  around  each  other 
and  kick  the  ground  with  his  toeless 
foot  and  let  out  an  eerie  shriek  from 
his  thick  lips  that  could  be  heard  a 
mile.  And  when  the  goon  was  happy, 
his  long  red  hair  curled  up  in  tight 
little  curls  and  some  of  the  curls  fell 
over  his  forehead  and  made  his  eyes 
look  pinker  than  ever. 

Goonie  was  very  happy  on  this 
windy  March  day,  and  as  he  walked 
along  with  the  bubbles  floating  around 
his  head  and  his  hair  curled  light,  he 
looked  very  much  like  a saint  on  his 
way  to  be  a martyr.  When  the  goon 
got  to  the  corner,  his  bubbles  twirled 
around  and  started  to  go  to  the  right, 
and  Goonie  ran  after  them  and  made 
them  go  to  the  left  with  him. 

So  he  walked  down  the  boulevard, 
his  long  skinny  legs  carrying  his  huge 
hairy  body  will)  amazing  gracefulness. 
He  approached  the  little  white  house 
on  the  corner.  As  he  bowed  his  head 


and  went  through  the  door,  Mama 
Goon  came  running  up  to  him  and 
told  him  with  great  glee  that  Junior 
Goon  had  sprouted  a new  bubble 
today  of  a gorgeous  lavender-violet 
color.  Papa  Goon  was  so  happy,  he 
jumped  in  the  air  and  burst  his 
favorite  yellow  bubble,  and  then  he 
was  mad,  and  his  hair  began  to 
uncurl  and  fall  in  stringy  streams  on 
his  shoulders,  and  it  had  just  reached 
his  waist,  when  Junior  Goon  came  in 
and  told  Mama  that  he  did  not  like 
the  man  who  came  to  see  her  every 
day  and  if  the  man  didn't  stop  coming, 
he  would  leave  home.  Mama  Goon 
blushed  and  Papa  got  very  angry,  and 
his  hair  grew  longer  and  longer,  and 
he  was  so  mad  at  Mama  that  he  told 
her  to  leave  forever. 

So  poor  Mama  Goon  kissed  little 
Junior  Goon  and  started  on  her  way. 
She  travelled  from  town  to  town,  but 
she  could  never  find  any  more  goons, 
and  she  was  very  lonesome  and  her 
hair  had  uncurled  and  was  trailing  on 
the  ground  behind  her,  and  always 
she  was  laughed  at  and  scorned  and 
cast  out  of  polite  society. 

Day  after  day  she  travelled  and 
travelled,  and  her  hair  got  heavier  and 


“I’ve  been  in  a terrible  state  of 
consternation  for  the  past  three  days.” 
“Did  you  ever  try  bran?” 
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SUITS  & TOPCOATS 
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cttensuif  Jlucdle  and  the  Pli^ncudU 


by  PluLjx  ^liyesi 


It  didn’t  seem  in  the  least  strange 
to  Henry  when  the  car  spoke  to  him, 
not  in  the  least.  Later  on  of  course, 
he  knew  that  it  couldn’t  have  hap- 
pened; especially  after  Lucille,  who 
was  his  wife  and  very  logical,  had 
asked  him  to  explain  exactly  what  he 
had  done  since  he  left  the  house  that 
morning.  She  questioned  him  so 
closely  that  after  the  second  time 
through  he  confessed  that  he  had 
stopped  at  Steve’s  for  a couple  of 
cocktails  on  the  way  home.  He 
hadn’t  done  any  such  thing,  but 
Lucille  was  making  him  feel  rather 
foolish  with  all  her  questions  and 
besides  he  had  a feeling  that  she  was 
looking  at  him  with  a strange  ex- 
pression and  he  could  see  her  edging 
over  towards  a heavy  skillet.  Any- 
how the  story  about  stopping  at 
Steve’s  had  quite  satisfied  Lucille, 
although  she  hadn't  stopped  talking. 

But  when  he  was  alone,  Henry 
knew  perfectly  well  that  it  had 
happened — that  the  car  had  spoken, 
that  is.  It  happened  on  the  six- 
teenth of  November,  a Thursday,  and 
a bleak  day,  as  Henry  remembered  it. 
He  had  just  settled  himself  in  the 
seat  of  the  Plymouth  to  go  home  from 
the  store.  It  was  a 1935  Plymouth, 
a coupe,  and  just  as  Henry  turned  the 
key  in  the  ignition  it  said,  “Butter. ” 
Henry  was  thinking  that  it  was  just 
one  week  or  two  weeks  until  Thanks- 
giving depending  upon  how  your 
particular  governor  felt  about  Roose- 
velt, and  he  hadn’t  heard.  “Gutter,’’ 
said  the  Plymouth. 

This  time  Henry  heard.  “1  beg 
your  pardon?”  he  said. 

“First  I said,  ‘Butter’  ”,  said  the 
Plymouth  crossly,  “then  I said, 
“Gutter’.” 

“Why?”  asked  Henry.  “Any  par- 
ticular reason?” 


“None.”  Then  after  a moment’s 
pause,  “Except  that  is  rhymes — that 
is,  they  rhyme  with  sputter  which  is 
what  you  do  every  time  you  sit  down 
in  that  seat  and  put  the  key  in  the 
ignition.” 


“It  isn’t  exactly  a sputter,”  Henry 
apologized.  “It’s  more  of  a cough. 
It  comes  from  smoking  too  many 
cigarettes.  Or  too  few,  I forget 
which.” 

"It  is  a sputter,”  said  the  Plymouth 
flatly.  “Every  day  for  almost  five 
years.  A thing  I cannot  abide.” 
“Perhaps  you’re  right.  I believe 
Lucille  has  mentioned  the  same  thing; 
isn’t  that  funny?” 

“It  is  not.  Nothing  about  that 
woman  is  funny  in  the  slightest 
degree.  She’s  a bitch.” 

Henry  could  think  of  nothing  to  say 
to  this,  so  he  remained  silent.  After 
a moment  he  said,  “I  guess  we’d 
better  go  home  now,  huh?” 

The  Plymouth  cleared  its  throat 
(perhaps  it  was  its  manifold)  and 
said,  “That  is  what  I really  wanted 
to  talk  to  you  about.  This  is  Thurs- 
day. Do  you  know  what  you  do 
on  Thursday?  You  stop  and  pick 


up  the  groceries.  The  order  will  be 
all  made  up.” 

“Yes,”  said  Henry,  “1  know. 
Lucille  phoned  me  this  afternoon.” 

The  Plymouth  ignored  this  obvious 
opportunity.  “And  then  you  go  home 
and  have  lamb  chops  for  dinner. 
Lamb  chops!  Egh !” 

Henry  was  thoughtful.  “My  word, 
that’s  right.  Perhaps  I can  persuade 
Lucille  to  eat  out  tonight.  I detest 
lamb  chops.  Maybe  I’d  better  call 
her  now  so  she  won’t  start  dinner.” 

There  was  cold  contempt  in  the 
Plymouth’s  voice.  “My  God,  man! 
How  long  are  you  going  to  keep  this 
up?  You’ve  been  doing  the  same 
thing  now  every  day  for  twenty-one 
years.  When  are  you  going  to  start 
to  enjoy  life?" 

At  first  Henry  was  faintly  amused. 
Then  he  was  not.  “Have  you  any- 
thing to  suggest?”  he  asked. 

“Of  course.”  The  Plymouth’s  voice 
dropped  a note.  “Tonight  why  don’t 
you  start  off  and  when  you  reach 
home,  keep  right  on  driving  up  north. 
Drive  right  on  up  to  New  England. 
Or  right  on  up  to  Nova  Scotia." 
Plymouths  tend  to  drop  into  phrases 
like  this  when  they  are  excited. 

“I  think  it  gets  awfully  cold  in 
Nova  Scotia,”  said  Henry  dubiously. 

“Then  get  on  a boat  and  go  to 
Cuba!” 

Henry’s  eyes  lit  up.  "By  Heaven, 
you’re  right!”  he  cried.  "I  ll  do  it!" 

But  the  habit  of  twenty-one  years 
is  strong.  As  Henry  reached  home 
he  had  started  to  turn  in  the  drive 
before  lie  knew  it.  "Hey,  shouted 
the  Plymouth,  “where  the  hell  you 
going?”  “1  thought  . . .’’  Then  it  was 
silent. 

“Damn,”  said  Henry  a trifle  shame- 

(Con tinned  on  page  twenty) 
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THE  OLD  LINE 


CHINA  BOY 

It  was  high  noon  at  t he  Mosque.  The  high  priest 
was  intoning,  “There  is  but  one  God,  and  Mohamet  is 
his  prophet.” 

A voice  broke  in,  “He  is  not!”  The  congregation  turned 
and  among  the  sea  of  brown  faces  was  a small  yellow  face. 

The  priest  straightened  up  and  said,  “There  seems  to 
be  a little  Confucian  here.” 

Freshman:  “What  are  your  terms  for  students?” 

Landlady:  “Most  of  them  I call  screwball.” 

LINES  WRITTEN  IN  FRUSTRATION 

My  love,  she’s  got  a fresher  lad, 

Another  boy  to  spark  her: 

She  broke  my  heart,  but  it’s  not  bad — 

I’ve  still  got  Dorothy  Parker. 

— Princeton  Tiger 


/Wgjc  IaJgaJzA. 

From  a purely  financial  angle,  probably  the  most 
noteworthy  development  in  records  in  the  last  two  years 
is  the  shift  of  the  top  bands  from  seventy  five  cent  waxings 
to  less  expensive  discs.  Formerly,  it  was  impossible  to 
hear  the  work  of  the  leading  outfits  for  less  than  seventy 
live  cents.  Today  the  records  of  nearly  every  star  group 
to  be  mentioned  can  be  obtained  for  a maximum  of  fifty 
cents,  and  many  can  be  bought  for  only  thirty  five. 

Two  years  ago,  Victor  and  Brunswick  had  a near 
monopoly  on  the  outstanding  bands.  At  that  time, 
Goodman,  Tommy  Dorsey,  Berigan,  Clinton,  Kyser  and 
Kemp  had  the  field  pretty  much  to  themselves.  Each 
of  them  was  under  contract  to  either  Brunswick  or  Victor. 

Low  priced  records  were  then  insignificant.  Bluebird 
and  Vocalion  had  scarcely  been  heard  of,  and  Columbia 
was  not  featuring  dance  bands  on  records.  Decca,  it 
is  true,  had  a few  good  groups  under  contract — Jimmy 
Dorsey,  Bob  Crosby,  Lunceford  and  Basie — but  at  that 
time  neither  Crosby  nor  Basie  was  even  close  to  his 
present  reputation  and  popularity. 

Today,  Tommy  Dorsey  and  Larry  Clinton  are  the  only 
top  bands  still  waxing  seventy  five  cent  records.  Victor 
and  Brunswick  have  seen  their  stars  one  by  one  sign 
with  lower  priced  companies.  Now  it  is  these  companies 
that  approach  the  monopoly.  Woody  Herman,  Teddy 
Powell,  Bob  Crosby,  Glen  Gray,  and  Jimmy  Dorsey  are 
with  Decca.  Vocalion  has  Lunceford.  The  records  of 
Shaw,  Glenn  Miller,  and  Charlie  Barnett  can  be  heard 
on  Bluebird.  And  Columbia,  for  fifty  cents,  features 
Goodman,  Teagarden,  Basie,  Ellington,  Teddy  Wilson, 
Kay  Kyser  and  Orrin  Tucker. 

What  has  been  responsible  for  the  transition  is  hard  to 
say.  It  is  doubtless  true,  however,  that  after  the  low 
priced  companies  did  succeed  in  pushing  a few  bands 
to  stardom  on  their  records,  it  became  almost  a necessity 
for  the  others  to  move  to  a lower  price  in  order  to  meet 
the  competition.  However,  the  exact  reason  seems 
unimportant.  The  fact  that  the  best  in  swing  music 
can  now  be  obtained  for  thirty  five  and  fifty  cents  is  the 
important  thing. 

Congratulations  to  the  Inter-fraternity  Ball  committee 
for  their  good  judgment  in  picking  Woody  Herman  for 
the  dance.  Woody’s  is  one  of  the  most  distinctive  bands 
in  the  business.  Chiefly  responsible  for  this  reputation 
is  the  band’s  ability  to  render  blues  in  a style  almost 
equal  to  that  of  colored  outfits.  Bequest  Blues  LJp- 
stairs,  Blues  Downstairs,  and  River  Red  Blues  for 
excellent  examples. 

The  band  is  versatile,  however.  Popular  ballads  are 
presented  in  pleasing  style;  and  numbers  such  as  Wood- 
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Congratulations  to 

BOB  CONDON 

for  submitting  the  caption  that  gave  us  the 
heartiest  chuckle. 

The  original  drawing  is  in  the  ollice  for 
you,  Bohbv. 

Honorable  mention  to  Bruce  Davis,  and 
thanks  to  all  of  you  who  sent  in  a caption! 


choppers’  Ball  and  Blues  on  Parade  should  send  the 
“square”  adversaries  of  Mr.  “First  Rossbourger”  charging 
for  their  corners  and  boxes,  leaving  the  floor  to  Mr.  R. 
and  his  bug  adherents. 

The  band  voted  tops  for  19.18  is  no  more.  It  is  common 
knowledge  now  that  Artie  Shaw  walked  out  on  it  last 
November  and  that  George  Auld,  star  tenor  sax  man, 
then  took  over  the  reins.  However,  after  four  months 
of  dissension  and  only  indifferent  success,  the  men  finally 
decided  to  give  it  up.  The  band  is  now  completely 
disbanded.  Most  of  the  members  are  either  already  with 
or  are  arranging  to  join  other  leaders. 

And  Shaw,  after  three  months  of  being  in  the  headlines 
for  breaking  his  leg,  marrying  Lana  Turner,  and  other 
minor  items,  decided  to  set  about  forming  a new  band. 
As  yet  it  is  still  in  the  embryonic  stages,  but  he  expects 
to  start  recording  the  first  of  April. 

Also  comes  news  that  Runny  Berigan  has  joined 
Tommy  Dorsey.  Berigan’s  band  had  been  in  and  out 
of  bankruptcy  for  the  better  part  of  a year,  and  Bunny 
finally  decided  to  call  it  a day  and  return  to  Dorsey  after 
an  absence  of  almost  three  years. 

Tuxedo  Junction  so  far  seems  to  be  the  hit  of  the  year. 
Five  bands  have  recorded  a version,  including  A1  Donahue, 


Sweet  Music  or  Hot 
Music! 

VICTOR  . . . COLUMBIA 
DECCA  . . . BLUEBIRD 

RECORDINGS 

Visit  Our  Keconl  Shop 

Fourth  Mezzanine 

llocliscliilri.  Kolm  & Co. 


“And  to  think  that  poor  Dad  chewed  tobacco 
for  20  years!” 


Harry  James,  Glenn  Miller,  Jan  Savitt,  and  Frskine 
Hawkins.  Hawkins’  was  the  original  and  was  first  issued 
back  in  September.  In  our  opinion,  his  is  still  the  best, 
Miller’s  next. 

Also  released  is  the  by  now  much  discussed  King  Porter 
Stomp  and  All  Star  Strut  made  by  Metronome  Maga- 
zine’s All  Star  Band.  The  personnel  includes  such 
outstanding  instrumentalists  as  Goodman,  James,  Tea- 
garden, Charlie  Barnett,  Eddie  Miller,  and  a rock  ribbed 
rhythm  section  of  Gene  Krupa,  Bob  Haggart,  Jess  Stacey, 
and  Charles  Christian.  The  label  is  Columbia's. 
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(for  CHOICE  MEATS  see 

ifOLir  old  tends 

CARR  BROS.  & BOSWELL 

2 Stores 

HYATTSVILLE,  IMD.  and  RIVERDALE,  MD. 


Wisecrack  Yourself  a Free 
Box  of  Lifesavers 

Now  your  pet  wisecracks  can  get  you  more  than  a 
grin.  Here’s  a prize  contest  where  your  funny  bone 
can  tickle  your  sweet  tooth. 

Send  us  your  best  laugh-maker.  An  attractive 
cellophane-wrapped  assortment  of  all  the  Life  Saver 
flavors  will  be  awarded  for  the  best  joke  submitted 
each  month  by  one  of  the  students. 

Contributions  will  be  judged  by  the  editors  of  this 
publication  and  the  right  to  publish  any  joke  submitted 
is  reserved.  All  Editors'  decisions  are  final. 

How  about  that  wisecrack  you  like  to  pull?  Win 
a sweet  prize  with  it. 

THE  WINNEH: 

Guy  Ganz 

THE  JOKE: 

R.  ().  T.  C.  Rookie — What  does  it  mean  here 
by  “Seasoned  troops,”  Major? 

Major — Mustard  by  the  officers  and  peppered 
by  the  enemy. 


In  class  1 sit  a dreary  mass. 

I’d  like  to  give  the  teacher  sass, 

Rut  I’m  too  tired  this  dreamy  day 
Too  tired  to  even  have  my  say. 

Too  tired  to  even  have  my  say. 

What  the  hell,  what  a day  . 

I wish  I could  go  out  and  play. 

“Tell  me,  Joe,  whad  he  say?” 

“Tell  me,  Joe,  whad  he  say?” 

What  the  hell,  what  a day. 

“Come  on  Joe,  what  do  you  say? 

Cut  classes  for  the  day?” 

In  class  1 sit  a dreary  mass, 

And  pretty  close,  a pretty  lass, 

With  such  nice  eyes  and  blue-black  hair. 
I sit  and  squirm  upon  my  chair. 

I sit  and  squirm  upon  my  chair. 

(Blue  eyes  and  oh  such  blue-black  hair) 
The  sky’s  blue — not  a cloud. 

Come  on,  bell,  ring  out  loud. 


by  \1  Peregoff 


Blue  eyed  baby  with  legs  set  neat 
Something’s  in  me — must  be  the  heat. 
Come  on  bell,  ring  out  loud, 

Before  my  thoughts  become  befouled. 

The  prof  talks  on,  always  at  ease 
(She's  got  a pair  of  shapely  knees.) 

Wish  that  bell  would  come  on  and  ring, 
Just  can’t  think  of  a proper  f iling. 

Pile  prof  talks  on  and  talks  some  more. 
I’d  like  to  sleep — afraid  I’d  snore. 

Gee!  Spring  is  in  the  air  for  good. 

(I’d  bet  she’d  date,  I bet  she  would.) 

Just  can’t  think,  just  can  t think. 

(I  know  what,  I'll  throw  a wink.) 
“What  was  that  thing  he  called  prime? 
Come  on,  Joe,  now  what’s  the  time?” 

Time  for  the  bell.  Gosh  but  it’s  hoi ! 
There  she  goes,  right  on  the  dot. 

“Come  on,  Joe  what  do  you  say— 

C.ut  classes  for  the  day?” 
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Are  your  clothes  down  at  the  heel?  Do  you  need  rejuvenation?  Are  you  the  Easter  bunny?  Or  did  you  just 
dye  the  eggs?  Anyway,  get  into  the  swing  of  the  Easter  parade  by  taking  our  Fashion  editor’s  expert  advice 
on: 
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1 : 

First,  let  us  suggest  the  perfect  outfit  for  the — shall 
we  say — pleasingly  plump  girl.  The  dress  is  a slimming, 
chartreuse  and  Stop  red  flower  print  on  a canary  yellow 
background.  The  neckline  is  swept  high  and  gathered 
with  a pert,  Buster  Brown  bow  tied  coyly  under  each 
chin.  The  bodice  is  of  shirred  taffeta  to  the  waist,  which 
is  daringly  high,  coming  all  the  way  up  to  here.  Fitting 
snugly  between  the  spare  tires  is  a contrasting  gold  braid 
belt.  This  simply  does  things  for  the  figure,  you've  no 
idea.  The  skirt  hugs  the  hips  and  then  (lares  into  a 
deeply  pleated — accordian  pleated,  we  may  say  line 
to  the  hem. 

With  this  charming  simple  number  can  be  worn  one 
of  those  quaint  little  polk  bonnets.  This  also  should 
have  a bow  capable  of  being  tied  under  chin  number  one. 
A fuchsia  shade  would  be  attractive,  with  a bunch  of 
yellow  daisies  under  the  wide  brim,  thus  subtly  carrying 
out  the  color  scheme.  A matching  yellow  patent  leather 
bag — of  the  overnight  case  variety,  so  good  for  this  type 
girl — and  chartreuse  gillies  complete  the  adorable  picture. 
Of  course,  in  case  of  rain,  a reversible  and  umbrella  are 
always  charming. 

If  you  are  the  tall,  slinky  type, — or  just  lanky  the 
Old  Line  1 las  seen  just  the  thing  for  you.  It  will  fit 
you  to  a T Bone.  To  begin  with  the  top  most  accessory, 
you  will  simply  love  the  pointed,  brimless  chapeau, 
especially  created  for  the  outfit  by  Lili  Pache.  The 
devastating  crown  reaches  two  feet  into  the  air,  and  at 
its  topmost  peak  is  a nest  with  two  little  love  birds 
nestling  inside.  Too  sweet.  The  hat  is  black,  a jet 
black,  as  is  the  divine  dress.  A dull  crepe,  the  dress 
lines  are  gorgeously  severe.  There  is  a low,  sweetheart 
neckline,  with  space  for  any  collarbones  which  do,  or 
just  wish  to,  protrude — breathtaking  affect ! A thrillingly 
unbroken  line  sweeps  down  to  the  hem,  which  hangs 
approximately  eight  inches  from  the  floor,  making  the 
young  girl  appear  simply  inches  and  inches  shorter  than 
she  really  is.  The  model  is  revolutionary  in  that  it  has 
no  belt,  just  two  rhinestone  pins  at  about  the  fourth 
rib  level.  Down  the  back,  there  is  a column  of  little 
black  buttons.  How  too  too  is  the  affect  of  this  creation 
on  girls  who  have  felt  they  were  tall  and  gawky,  but  who 
will  feel  beautifully  graceful  in  this  chic  gown.  A small 
black  bag  and  French  heel  pumps  seem  the  right  ac- 
cessories, along  with  stitched  black  gloves.  Best  of  all 


this  entire  costume  can  be  had!  Two-fifty  down  and 
fifty  cents  a week  is  all  that  is  needed  for  the  purchase 
of  the  entire  outfit.  And  that  isn’t  all.  With  the 
ensemble,  comes  the  hock  end  of  a Colorado  smoked  ham, 
two  pair  of  roller  skates,  and  a Chernerized  Ford  V 8, 
twenty-nine  model.  That  is,  if  you  purchase  it  at — well, 
we  are  not  allowed  to  give  out  such  information,  but  call 
us  up  at  Westbrooke  00942-K,  and  ask  for  Pete.  Of 
course,  in  case  of  rain,  a reversible  and  umbrella  are 
always  charming. 

And  now  for  some  miscellaneous  advice.  Heaparelli 
says  that  shoes  are  being  worn  this  year.  But  de- 
finitely. She  also  suggests  the  perfect  church  outfit 
for  the  demure  young  woman:  A maroon  blouse  and 

raisin  colored  Persian  pants,  caught  surprisingly  at  the 
ankles.  To  complement  this,  one  should  wear  a Robin’s 
egg  green  turban,  and  for  an  Easter  corsage,  what  could 
be  more  appropriate  than  flaming  Calliopsis,  with  a bit 
of  baby’s  breath  thrown  in.  Devastating!  ! Of  course, 
in  case  of  rain,  a reversible  and  umbrella  are  always 
charming. 

If  you  are  sticking  to  that  last  year’s  best,  how  about 
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THE  OLD  LINE 


Kennel 

“Sir,  is  that  dog  a poodle?” 

“Sure!  Come  on  over  here,  Rover,  and  poodle  for  the 
lady.” 

Sir,  is  that  dog  a Spitz? 

Sure  thing.  Come  on  over  here,  Rover,  and  spit 
for  the  lady. 

Sir,  is  that  dog  a setter? 

Damn  right.  Come  on  over  here,  Rover,  and  set. 

Sir,  was  that  dog  a Daschund? 

I'll  flag  him  the  next  lap,  lady,  and  let  you  know. 

Sir,  is  that  dog  a Schnauser? 

“Oh,  yes.  Come  on  OArer  here,  Rover,  and  schnaus 
for  the  lady. 

Sir,  is  that  dog  a Whippet? 

Sure  enough,  sister.  Come  on  over  her,  Rover,  and 
be  a froth. 

Sir,  is  that  dog  a Doberman  Pinscher? 

Show  her,  Rover.  Come  on  over  here,  and  pinch  the 
lady. 

Sir,  is  that  a lapdog? 

Sure  he  is.  Come  on  over  here,  Rover,  anti  lap  for 
the  lady. 

“Is  that  hound  a bird  dog?” 

“Sure.  Come  here,  Rover,  and  give  the  lady  the 
bird.” 

A fly  and  her  daughter  were  walking  on  the  head  of  a 
man  who  was  very  bald.  “How  things  change,  my  dear,” 
she  said,  “When  I was  your  age.  this  was  only  a footpath.” 


What  to  Wear  This  Easter! 

(Continued from  page  17) 

brightening  it  up  a bit.  Try  a touch  of  hoar  frost  at  the 
neck  and  wrist,  and  notice  the  attention  this  will  attract. 
Embalmed — but  carefully — starlings  on  year  old  hats 
change  them  considerably.  And  a few  rosebuds  around 
the  edge  of  that  old  coat  will  disguise  it  so  that  even  you 
will  not  want  to  recognize  it.  Of  course,  in  case  of  rain, 
a reversible  and  umbrella  are  always  charming. 

We  hope  our  Fashion  editor  has  helped  with  your 
wardrobe.  We  shall  be  standing  there  on  the  corner 
to  see  you  when  you  pass  in  the  Easter  parade.  With 
the  sun  shining  on  you  in  your  lovely  outfit,  we  know 
you  will  look  devastating.  Of  course,  in  case  of  rain — . 


“I  won’t  ask  for  your  fraternity  pin.  I’ll  just  sit  here 
till  you  give  it  to  me.” 


An  old  lady  who  was  about  to  die  told  her  niece  to 
bury  her  in  her  black  silk  dress  but  to  cut  the  back  out 
and  make  herself  a dress.  “Oh,  Aunt  Mary,”  said  the 
niece,  “I  don’t  want  to  do  that.  When  you  and  Uncle 
Charlie  walk  up  the  golden  stairs,  I don’t  people  to  see 
you  without  any  back  in  your  dress,”  to  which  the  old 
lady  replied — “They  won’t  be  looking  at  me.  I buried 
your  Uncle  Charlie  without  his  pants.” 

Motorist  to  man  he  just  ran  over:  "Hey,  look  out 

back  there!” 

Defeated  Soul : “What’s  the  matter?  Ya  ain’t  coming 

back,  are  you?” 

Extract  from  a co-ed’s  letter  home:  “1  am  getting 

fat.  I weigh  128  stripped.  Of  course,  the  scales  at  the 
drug  store  may  not  be  so  accurate,  but  that's  what  they 
register.” 
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Standard  Engraving  Company 

SUPPLIES  A 

Discriminating  Clientele 

WHO  DEMAND  HIGH  GRADE 

Half-tone  &*  Line  Plates 

IN 

ONE  OR  MORE  COLORS 

★ 

1214  1 9 T 11  STREET,  N.  W. 

Washington , D.  C. 
Metropolitan  1709 


Dear  Miss  Lonelyhearts: 

I'm  in  love  with  a man  but  hesitate  to  marry  him 
because  lie  just  can’t  bear  children.  What  shall  I do? 

Ida. 


Dear  Ida: 

God,  how  much  do  you  expect  from  a man? 

Miss  Lonelyhearts. 

-Yale  Record 


Trex:  “I  thought  you  said  that  you’d  call  your 
housemother  if  1 kissed  you.” 

Kim:  “That  one  ain’t  even  worth  telling  her  about.” 


A man  came  home  from  work  one  day  and  his  wife 
met  him  at  the  door.  “John,”  she  said,  “I  wish  you 
would  fire  the  new  hired  man.  He  sings  dirty  songs.” 
“Why,  1 haven’t  heard  him  singing  any  dirty  songs,” 
said  her  husband. 

“I  know,”  she  replied,  “but  he  whistles  them.” 


WISDOM 

All  of  the  words  that  seem  to  trouble  you, 

Somehow  or  other  begin  with  a “W”. 

Women,  wealth,  worries,  woe, 

Want  and  women,  (even  so) 

Wine,  women,  work  and  wry, 

Whiskey,  women,  wages,  why. 

Waste,  women,  washing,  war, 

Warts,  women  (as  said  before) 

Women,  women,  women,  women, 

Women,  women,  women,  women, 

All  of  the  words  that  seem  to  trouble  you, 

Somehow  or  other  begin  with  a “W”. 

— Pelican 


Anyone  can  play  bridge,  but  it  takes  a cannibal  to 
throw  up  a hand. 
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Treatise  On  A Newly-Classified  Animal 


The  animal  under  discussion  is 
commonly  called  a “Kiss”,  but  its 
scientific  name  is  “Kissus  ".  This 
nocturnal  animal  created  by  man  is 
quite  common  on  our  campus  in  a 
variety  of  forms  and  has  a widespread 
distribution  in  this  area,  being  found 
anywhere  from  the  barns  to  the 
orchard,  and  the  rec  room  of  Anne 
Arundel  Hall  to  the  air-port. 


Classified  in  a general  way,  there 
are  five  species  of  Kissus: 

(1)  Kissus  lightus 

This  species  is  found  wherever  a 
boy  and  girl  are  when  they  are  on 
their  first  or  second  date;  on  front 
porches  and  back  steps,  and  in  cars; 
usually  only  a single  one  or  a pair 
at  once;  very  quiet;  most  apt  to 
occur  on  moonlit  spring  nights. 


“Sir,  1 wish  to  report  a surprise  attack.” 


“Why  should  I rent  a dress  suit 
when  I've  got  one  that  looks  like  it's 
been  rented?" 


A small  boy  went  to  his  grand- 
father’s home  in  the  country,  planning 
to  stay  for  two  months. 

The  first  week  he  was  there  they 
killed  a cow  and  he  had  beef  all  week. 

The  second  week  he  was  there 
they  killed  a pig  and  he  had  pork 
all  week. 

The  third  week  he  was  there  they 
killed  a sheep  and  he  had  mutton 
all  week. 

The  fourth  week  he  was  there  the 
hired  man  died  —and  he  came  home. 


He  (romantically):  “I'm  gushing 
over  with  love  for  you." 

She  (coldly):  “Well,  don't  spoil  the 
rug." 

Carl  (over  phone):  “Is  Emily  in?" 

Maid  (also  over  the  phone):  “She’s 
taking  a bath." 

“Sorry,  I have  the  wrong  number." 


DRAFTING 

MATERIALS 
MUTH  710  Ilia. 


(2)  Kissus  interestedus 

Kissus  interestedus  is  found  most 
commonly  in  cars  parked  in  secluded 
spots,  but  also  in  dorm  rec  rooms  and 
on  the  A & S steps;  often  noisy  and 
occur  together  in  fairly  large  numbers; 
the  male  of  the  species  is  usually  the 
aggressor;  at  appearance  of  a human 
being,  disappear  completely. 

(3)  Kissus  lovus 

This  third  species  is  said  by  many 
to  be  the  sweetest  to  the  taste;  often 
are  so  powerful  they  cause  a fraternity 
pin  to  be  moved ; occur  most  anywhere, 
anytime,  even  in  the  daytime;  just 
as  common  in  w inter  as  in  the  spring 
and  summer;  many  noises  and  are 
found  in  extremely  large  numbers; 
some  live  much  longer  than  others 
and  consequently  dangerous. 

(4)  Kissus  woowoous 

This  species  is  hard  to  find  because 
it  inhabits  private  and  very  secluded 
places,  though  unofficial  reports  say 
it  can  be  found  in  the  orchard  and  the 
press  box;  live  longer  than  other 
species;  most  harmful. 

(5)  Kissus  marriedus;  sub-species, 
Kissus  babyus 

Completely  domesticated,  harmless, 
rampant.  Doesn't  care  where  it 
shows  itself,  is  overactive  during  the 
early  stages,  but  gets  stiff  with  age. 
Not  as  inflammable  as  other  species, 
on  the  contrary,  is  quite  safe.  No 
smoke,  no  bite,  no  runs,  no  hits, 
no  errors. 

-J.  W. 


Henry,  Lucille  and  the  Plymouth 

( Continued  from  page  13) 

facedly.  “Lucille's  seen  us  now.  Oh 
well,  we  can  leave  just  as  well  in  the 
morning;  besides,  I need  a clean  shirt. 
Of  course  he  didn’t.  Leave,  I mean. 

For  a day  or  two  the  Plymouth's 
radiator  leaked,  then  it  stopped.  But 
it  hasn't  spoken  a word  from  that 
day  to  this. 
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The 

Prince  Georges  Bank 
and  Trust  Company 

solicits  your  account 

Conveniently  located  in 

Mt.  Rainier,  Md.,  and  Hyattsville,  Md. 

T.  Howard  Duckett,  President 


Let  us  design  your  Easter 

and  Spring  Coiffure 

U as  presented  at  the  International 

'ST* 

A;  Beauty  Convention  in  New  York. 

We  are  giving  the  new  creme 

T WG&  -? 

permanent  wave  at  $5.00, 

* y. 

$7.50  and  $10.00. 

%.  / 

Cf  Others  from  $3.95 — all  other  beauty 

services  popularly  priced. 

\r  3. 

University  Beauty  Salon 

/ 1"  v7 

OPPOSITE  MAIN  GATE 

Tel.  BErwyn  670  Open  9 to  9 

Nit — Dauber  does  very  realistic  painting,  doesn’t  lie? 

Wit— Y es.  The  critics  say  that  those  apples  he  painted 
several  months  ago  are  rotten. 


Lost 

A lady  with  skin  alabaster 
Has  met  with  an  awful  disaster: 

In  spite  of  concern 
She  gets  no  return 

From  the  lost  and  found  desk  at  the  Astor. 


You  don't  have  to  pull 
that  “Old  Line ” 

o o o 


o o o 

We  rent,  repair  and  sell  'em 
at  special  rates  to  U.  of  M. 
faculty  and  students. 

o o o 

WOODSTOCK  TYPEWRITER  CO. 

In  Washington — 1000  Connecticut  flve. 
In  Baltimore — 301  W.  Fayette  St. 


REINCARNATE 

Oysters  not  only  can  change  their  sex;  they  have 
three  hearts. 

— News  Item. 

T think  that  in  my  next  rebirth 
I’ll  occupy  a saline  firth 
And  be  an  oyster,  just  to  spree 
The  bivalve  versatility, 
just  think  of  the  erotic  fun — 

Three  hearts  to  break  instead  of  one! 

And  with  maneuverings  adroit 
My  schizoid  self  I will  exploit. 

And  some  day  while  I’m  thus  employed, 

I’ll  pause,  and  laugh  like  hell  at  Freud. 

— Pelican 
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the  dealer  will  say  with  a smile ...  They  Satisfy. 
You  will  find  that  Chesterfields  smoke  cooler, 


taste  better  and  are  definitely  milder... for 


Chesterfields  have  the  right  combination  of  the 
world's  best  cigarette  tobaccos. 


CsHESTERF/ELD 


Copyright  1940,  Liggett  & Myers  Tobacco  Co. 


*.  OLD  LINE 


— The  Old  Line,  1936 
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EXCHANGE 

ISSUE 


Actual  color  p holographs.  Before  the 
harvest  — inspection  of  a crop  of 
better-than-ever  tobacco  grown  at 
Willow  Springs,  N.  C.,  by  l'.  S.  Govt, 
methods.  < Kelow)  H.  H.  Scott  looks 
over  some  fine  leaf  after  it’s  been  cured. 


make  tobacco  better  than  ever 

Jr-  =» 

. . . and  Luckies  always  buy  the  finer  grades," 
says  H.  H.  Scott,  1 2 years  an  independent  buyer 


IN  A NUTSHELL,  here’s  why  we  ask:  "Have  you  tried 
a Lucky  lately?” 

1.  With  the  scientific  help  of  Uncle  Sam,  farmers  have 
grown  the  finest  tobacco  in  recent  years. 

2.  Among  independent  tobacco  experts,  Luckies  are 
the  2 to  1 favorite.  Experts  like  H.  H.  Scott  point  out 
that  Luckies  have  bought  the  choicer  grades  of  these 
better-than-evertobaccos.  SoL//o£/Vjarebetterthan  ever! 

3.  These  finer  tobaccos  have  been  aged  from  2 to  4 
years,  and  have  been  further  mellowed  by  the 
"Toasting”  process,  which  takes  out  certain  throat 
irritants  found  in  all  tobacco. 


Try  Luckies  for  a week,  and  see  why  . . . WITH  MEN 
WHO  KNOW  TOBACCO  BEST-IT  S LUCKIES  2 TO  1 


Copyright  19-10,  The  American  Tobacco  Company 
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THE 


by  Charles  F.  Ksanda 


We  were  sitting  here  in  the  office, 
looking  out  into  the  quiet  of  the  dusk, 
at  the  lights  winking  on  over  in  the 
library,  and  feeling  a little  sentimental. 
We  looked  out  into  the  gloom  of  the 
doorways  to  our  office,  beyond  the 
warm  circle  of  yellow  light,  and  we 
thought  we  could  see  all  the  shadowy 
forms  that  have  passed  through  those 
doorways  in  the  past  walking  through 
them  again.  They  walked  from  the 
gloom  of  the  hall  into  the  feeble  yellow 
light  and  back  into  the  gloom  again 
and  were  gone. 

The  office  echoes  to  their  talk  and 
their  laughter  no  longer.  They  are 
ghosts  now,  but  we  can't  help  but  be 
a little  sorry  that  soon  we  will  move 
to  new  quarters  and  they  will  no 
longer  be  ours.  We  wondered  what 
has  happened  to  all  those  who  have 
left  a small  part  of  themselves  here 
in  this  office.  We  wondered  what  has 
happened  to  all  the  hundreds  and 
thousands  of  students  who  have  passed 
through  the  University  for  a while  and 
left  ghosts  over  all  the  campus. 

We  were  feeling  sentimental,  and 
we  realized  that  in  a little  over  a 
month  there  will  be  another  gradua- 
tion, and  new  ghosts  left  behind. 
Some  of  our  best  friends  will  be  gone 
next  year  and  we  will  miss  them. 

We  wondered  of  these  four  years 
spent  in  college  what  will  be  left  to 
them  to  look  back  on.  It  will  not 
be  the  hours  of  sitting  in  classes  taking 
notes,  the  hours  writing  themes,  doing 
homework,  we  felt  sure.  They  will 
not  be  the  memories  that  will  linger 
— and  we  feel  terribly  sorry  for  those 
who  have  nothing  else. 


We  can  see  them  out  in  the  dusk: 
they  are  the  frame-works,  the  steel 
girders,  the  drab  foundations  of  build- 
ings never  built,  dark  and  lonely 
against  the  blue  of  the  sky.  Founda- 
tions and  structures  are  necessary,  but 
they  are  worse  than  valueless  if  nothing 
is  built  on  them. 

Somehow  we  feel  that  those  hours 
and  hours  and  months  and  months 
and  years  and  years  spent  in  building 
the  framework  will  fade  into  a gray 
obscurity.  And  somehow  we  feel  that 
they  should.  It  is  the  memory  of 
snow  falling  silently  through  a long 
winter  night,  of  a biting  w ind  blowing 
across  tin1  A and  S hill  and  an  8:20, 
if  spring  evenings  when  lights  begin 
to  glow  on  the  boulevard  and  lessons 
are  forgotten,  of  some  special  moment 
at  some  special  dance,  of  a girl’s 
smile — these  are  the  memories,  the 
little  useless  things,  that  make  life 
worth  living.  We  are  glad  that  there 
are  not  many  of  those  unfinished 
buildings  out  in  the  dusk;  we  are  glad 
that  most  of  them  have  rounded  lines 
and  useless  decorations. 

And  we  are  glad  that  there  will  not 
be  many  who  will  go  away  this  year 
without  leaving  a ghost  behind  them. 
We  wanted  to  take  a last  fond  look 
at  those  ghosts,  but  when  we  looked 
up  at  the  doorway  they  were  gone  and 
we  fell  a little  silly,  because  the  editor 
of  the  Diamondbaek  was  standing 
there. 

NOISE  . . . 

Even  English  professors,  it  seems, 
may  sometimes  be  victims  of  a social 
blunder.  Witness  an  event  which 


occurred  a few  weeks  ago  in  the  new 
Arts  and  Sciences  Building. 

Our  professor  was  sailing  merrily 
along  through  his  lecture  when  there 
came  a gentle  rapping  on  the  wall  on 
one  side  of  S-21.  The  knocking 
stopped,  and  unperturbed  our  pro- 
fessor continued  blithely  until  the 
rappings  came  again,  more  insistent 
now.  Slightly  annoyed  he  launched 
forth  again  only  to  be  interrupted 
right  in  the  middle  of  Emerson  by 
poundings  as  of  a sledge  hammer  from 
the  far  side  of  the  wall. 

Well,  said  our  professor,  he  would 
soon  put  a stop  to  that,  and  would 
the  class  excuse  him  a moment. 

Now  for  those  of  you,  especially  the 
male  element,  who  do  not  know  your 
geography,  this  story  will  have  little 
point.  If  you’re  in  the  neighborhood 
some  time,  you  might  satisfy  your 
curiosity — but  take  your  powder  puff 
with  you. 

Anyway  our  professor  returned  after 
a minute  with  a curiously  reddened 
face.  As  he  began  to  speak  the 
pounding  began  again,  louder  than 

ever. 

“1  have  nothing  to  report,"  was  all 
that  he  said. 

MUSICAL  . . . 

We  have  a friend — perhaps  we 
should  mention  here  that  he  works 
over  in  Anacostia  at  our  local  home 
for  the  mentally  defunct  — who  likes 
to  tell  this  story  because  his  tastes  do 
not  ahvays  run  to  the  finer,  more 
aesthetic  things  of  life—  to  classical 
music  in  particular. 
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Il  seems  that  a friend  of  our  friend 
inveigled  him  into  going  to  a concert 
one  evening.  Everything  went  along 
nicely,  our  friend  became  a martyr 
for  the  occasion,  and  when  they 
arrived  at  the  concert  hall  our  friends’ 
friend  was  faintly  surprised  at  the 
number  of  people  there  whom  our 
friend  knew.  By  the  time  they  had 
taken  their  seats  he  had  been  greeted 
by  a dozen  people. 

“I’m  surprised,”  said  our  friend’s 
friend,”  that  you  know  so  many  people 
who  appreciate  good  music.” 

“Oh,  them,”  our  friend  answered, 
“they’re  all  St.  Elizabeth  inmates!” 

ABSENCE  . . . 

We  weren’t  there,  but  we  hear  this 
story  from  usually  reliable  sources. 

It's  about  a professor  who  had 
recently  been  lecturing  to  his  freshman 
class  on  the  value  of  taking  notes. 
He  had  tried  to  impress  upon  them 
the  fact  that  coming  to  class  and  not 
taking  notes  is  no  better  than  not 
coming  to  class  at  all. 

It  was  last  three  dollar  day  that  he 
was  lecturing  to  this  same  class  and 
in  the  middle  of  his  lecture  noticed 
three  persons  in  the  back  of  the  room 
not  taking  notes. 

“Take  the  names  of  those  students,” 
he  said  to  the  student  instructor  who 
took  the  roll,  “and  mark  them  absent.” 

The  student  instructor  made  no 
move  to  get  the  students’  names  and 
appeared  to  be  a little  puzzled. 

"rm  sorry,”  he  said  finally,  “but 
they’re  visitors.” 

VEGETABLE  . . . 

We  had  an  English  instructor  last 
year  who  seemed  to  think  that 
civilization  is  tottering  and  the  world 
hovering  on  the  brink  of  mass  de- 
generation. As  evidence  he  pointed 
out  that  comic  strips  are  certainly 
not  what  they  used  to  be,  and  he 
deplored  the  number  of  supposedly 
sane,  intelligent  adults  who  read 
Flash  Gordon. 


Somehow,  he  believed  science  and 
the  machine  age  are  carrying  things 
too  far.  And  perhaps  he  was  right. 
His  coup  d’etat  came  when  in  a tone 
of  infinite  disgust  he  told  us  of  a 
doctor’s  thesis  which  had  recently 
been  added  to  our  library.  It  is 
called  “The  Sex  Life  of  the  Cucumber.” 
And  for  you  w ho  are  interested  we 
suppose  il  is  still  there. 


AND  VERSE  . . . 

If  the  above  were  not  enough  to 
shake  our  faith  in  science  I he  fol- 
lowing incident  is.  We  walked  into 
the  library  in  the  Chemistry  Building 
not  long  ago  and  we  were  very  quiet 
and  a little  awed  by  all  the  books  on 
the  table  and  at  the  students  who 
were  pouring  over  the  millions  and 
millions  of  strange  formulas  that  the 
books  contained. 

We  sat  down  with  a new  respect  for 
chemists  and  cleared  a little  space  on 
the  table  between  two  piles  of  books, 
so  that  we  could  do  our  own  insigni- 
ficant work.  Then  it  was  that  our 
eye  happened  to  notice  the  blackboard 
at  one  end  of  the  library  and  the  words 
that  had  been  neatly  printed  on  it: 

Fuzzy  Wuzzv  wuz  a bear, 

Fuzzy  Wuzzy  lost  his  hair, 

Fuzzy  Wuzzy  w uzzent  very 
Fuzzy  Wuzzy? 

We  didn’t  quite  know  w hat  to  think, 
but  it  was  not  until  we  returned  a few 
days  later  that  we  decided  chemists 
are  not  better  than  the  rest  of  us. 
Fuzzy  Wuzzy,  it  is  true,  was  gone, 
but  in  his  place  was  the  following  epic: 

There  was  a little  dasehund 
So  long  he  had  no  notion 
How  long  il  took  to  notifv 
His  tail  of  his  emotion. 

And  thus  it  was  that  while  his  eyes 
Were  filled  with  woe  and  sadness 
His  little  tail  kept  wagging  on 
Because  of  previous  gladness. 
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I,  P&icLual  2ui*ut,  Turn  Jiiimialiftt 


u of  M 
March  26 

Mgr.,  Acme  Newspaper  School 
213  Park  Road 
Philadelphia,  Pa. 

Dear  Sir: 

I,  Percival  Quinn,  desire  to  become  editor  of  I lie 
Diamond  back  our  school  paper  and  am  writing  to  you 
for  full  instructions. 

Pulitzerly  yours, 

I,  Percival  Quinn 

Philadelphia,  Pa. 
March  29 

Mr.  Percival  Quinn 
Box  0 
U of  M 

Dear  Mr.  Quinn: 

We  were  certainly  very  glad  to  receive  your  letter  in- 
quiring as  to  our  correspondence  school.  Enclosed  you 
will  find  full  particulars  and  the  trial  first  lesson.  Please 
fill  out  the  blank  as  to  the  branch  of  journalism  you  desire 
to  take.  The  price  for  all  is  $32.50,  in  advance. 

Sincerely, 

,1.  A.  Gordon 


U of  M 
April  1 

J.  A.  Gordon 
213  Park  Road 
Philadelphia,  Pa. 

Dear  Sir: 

I,  Percival  Quinn,  have  filled  out  your  blank  although 
I did  not  quite  understand  all  of  the  questions  especially 
those  where  it  says  sex.  I do  not  wish  to  write  for  Silk 


Stocking  Stories  but  for  the  Diamondbaek  our  school 
paper  Tuesday  and  Friday.  1,  Percival  Quinn,  would  like 
to  become  an  editorial  writer  because  most  of  the  editorials 
in  our  paper  are  stinky  and  nobody  reads  them  and  besides 
I would  also  like  to  write  an  advice  to  the  lovelorn  column 
which  we  do  not  have  and  need  for  maybe  I could  win  my 
girl  Mary  back. 

Hearstingly  yours, 

I,  Percival  Quinn 

P.  S. : $2.50  is  enclosed.  The  $30.00  will  follow  if  the 
number  today  is  251. 


Philadelphia,  Pa. 
April  5 

Box  0 
U of  M 

D<  jar  Mr.  Quinn: 

It  is  rather  unusual  but  you  will  find  the  second  lesson 
enclosed.  Write  the  editorial  as  indicated  and  send  for 
correction  along  with  the  $30.00. 

Sincerely, 

.).  A.  Gordon 

P.  S.:  What  was  the  number? 


U of  M 
April  3 

213  Park  Road 
Philadelphia,  Pa. 

Dear  Sir: 

652 

Signed, 

1,  Percival  Quinn 
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perry 


“if  y°u 

come 
a step 
closer 

I’ll 

scream!” 


— Humbug 


U of  M 

April  11 

213  Park  Road 
Philadelphia,  Pa. 

Dear  Sir: 

I,  Pereival  Quinn,  handed  in  the  editorial  you  told  me 
to  write  to  the  editor  and  he  asked  why  an  editorial  about 
the  street  lighting  situation  in  Cincinnati  should  appear  in 
the  Diamondback  and  I,  Pereival  Quinn,  didn't  know. 
What  the  hell  kind  of  a school  are  you  running  anyway, 
although  maybe  it  is  Fisher's  fault  as  he  was  having  a little 
trouble  with  his  nose  in  the  interfraternity  council  business 
anyway  and  was  in  quite  a dither.  Enclosed  is  $.50  which 
makes  it  $29.50. 

Winchelly  yours, 

I,  Pereival  Quinn 

Philadelphia,  Pa. 
April  14 

U of  M 
Quinn: 

Uidess  you  remit  the  $29.50  or  send  back  the  typewriter 
and  lessons  our  representative  in  Washington  will  call  on 
you. 

\ ery  sincerely, 

J.  A.  Gordon 


U of  M 

April  17 

213  Park  Road 
Philadelphia,  Pa. 

Dear  Sir: 

Your  typewriter  is  coming  collect  as  is  the  other  stuff  for 
very  good  reasons.  I,  Pereival  Quinn,  was  not  dealt  a 
journalistic  mind  by  Fate  as  I am  now  in  very  deep  trouble 
with  the  school  authorities,  besides  how  did  I.  Pereival 
Quinn,  know  what  was  w rong.  Fisher  told  me  if  you  can't 
find  news,  make  news  and  that  is  what  I.  Pereival  Quinn, 
did.  Besides  the  building  didn’t  belong  to  the  school 
anyway  but  to  the  contractors  and  I.  Pereival  Quinn,  can't 
see  where  they  have  a kick  coming.  It  was  a pretty  fire 
almost  like  a football  rally.  Everything  would  have  been 
all  right  if  I hadn't  fallen  in  one  of  the  many  mudholes  and 
got  stuck  and  who  should  pull  me  out  but  Mike,  who 
seemed  to  be  very  angry  about  the  gasoline  can  in  my 
hand,  as  w as  President  Byrd  w ho  called  me  a pyromaniac. 
I,  Pereival  Quinn,  have  decided  to  give  up  newspaper  work 
and  turn  politician.  I am  running  for  S.G.A. 

Benedict  Arnoldly  yours, 
I.  Pereival  Quinn 
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Form  Letter 


St. 

College  Park.  Md. 

April  — , 19 — . 

Mr. 

Quaint  Acres  Workshop 
U.  of  Md. 

Worthy  Successor? 

It  is  with  great  pride  that  I hand  on  to  you  the  quill  that 
creates  Maryland's  oldest  joke  book.  Be  yours  to  hold  it,  high! 

The  editorship  of  The  Old  Line  carries  with  it  grave  responsi- 
bility of  which  no  incoming  editor  should  be  ignorant.  With  cherishing 
finger  I leave  you  our  traditional  bible. 

1.  Locate  office.  If  you  can't  find  it,  ask  anyone.  Then  if 
they've  never  had  their  name  on  the  masthead,  they'll  know  where  it  is. 

2.  Look  up  Pyke  Johnson,  ed . 1936-7,  and  try  to  get  key  to 
cabinet,  thereby  quelling  all  nasty  rumors  of  what's  been  going  on  with 
the  Sour  Owl  and  Purple  Parrot  since  Johnson  kissed  them  and  put  them 
there . 

3.  Remember  our  man  Brooks,  to  treat  him  kindly.  How  would 
you  like  to  collect  Diamondbacks  for  a living?  Ay,  there's  the  rubbish. 

4.  Call  at  least  one  meeting  a year  for  conscience's  sake. 

The  rest  you  can  have  Shirey  announce  in  the  Diamondback . 

5.  Encourage  freshmen  to  come  out  for  the  staff.  That  way 
you  can  keep  in  touch  with  what  the  English  department  and  Ogden  Nash 
are  doing. 

6.  Always  try  to  outsit  your  worthy  colleagues  from  certain 
rival  publications  on  the  hill.  It  has  been  proved  that  they  are  cleps, 
snipes,  and  bulb-snatchers,  (Witness  the  day  the  Publications  Board 
concealed  itself  behind  the  new  green  door  and  saw  Fisher  leave  the 
room  complete  with  one  Woodstock,  four  Navy  Logs,  the  bell  from  the 
phone,  our  contract  with  Reese  and  the  top  layer  of  the  daybed . ) 

7.  Crack  down  on  the  boys  that  lunch  in  the  office.  Bananas 
every  day  are  making  a monkey  out  of  our  roommate  from  the  rathole. 

8.  Keep  your  hand  on  the  pulse  of  the  campus.  Make  surveys, 
interview  important  people,  read  the  Diamondback . (This  is  getting 
silly. ) 

9.  Keep  up  our  account  with  Western  Union  for  artistic  staff 
members,  and  remember  our  motto,  "If  you  can't  write — telegraph." 

10.  Smile  at  Humelsine,  censor  Kerwin,  soothe  Wallace,  drive 
Kephart,  yell  at  White,  remember  the  Hathaways!  And  as  for  yourself — 
relax.  Think  of  the  crimes  already  committed  by  those  who  have  gone 
before . 

"Here  is  your  quill — now  for  the  swill." 

This  is  your  decalogue.  Honor  it,  cherish  it,  print  it. 

And  what  is  more  you'll  be  a man,  my  son. 


Collapsing  Predecessor. 


T H E O L I)  L I N E 


Seven 


Reply 


Quaint  Acres  Workshop  (at  last) 
U.  of  Md. 

College  Park,  Md. 


Collapsing  Predecessor, 

I realize  with  what  great  pride  you  handed  on  to  me  the  quill  etc., 
and  I am  greatly  honored,  no  doubt,  but  I don't  think  I am  holding  the  thing 
so  high. 

It's  like  this. 

First  of  all  I got  a sextant,  an  automatic  slide  rule  (which  damned 
if  I still  don't  know  how  to  use),  a compass,  a theodelite,  a road  map,  and 
a yo-yo  and  began  my  trek  to  the  office  where  I understand  the  Old  Line  is 
located  therein.  It  was  an  arduous  journey  (my  car  being  first  parked  behind 
the  dairy  building)  but  the  Plymouth  came  through  in  great  style,  and  after 
several  inquiries  which  resulted  in  side-excursions  to  Dorm  B,  Hyattsville 
Armory,  the  basement  of  the  Ag  Building,  Little  Tavern  buy  em  by  the  bag,  and 
Madame  Begonia's  fortunes  told  at  lowest  rates,  I arrived  in  front  of  a dis- 
reputable looking  shanty  attached  to  some  hothouses  and  a parking  lot  which  the 
concensus  of  opinion  indicated  was  the  Student  Center. 

Remembering  your  advice  I approached  carefully,  using  a special  deploy 
formation  I learned  in  Army  a couple  years  ago.  Sure  enough  there  was  an  office 
inside  with  some  typewriters  and  chairs  and  things — and  the  strangest  looking 
people.  They  said  they  worked  for  the  Diamondback,  and  outside  of  being  so 
bizarre  didn't  seem  to  be  such  bad  fellows — I thought. 

There  was  one,  his  name  was  Fisher  I believe  or  something  like  that, 
who  said  welcome  and  did  I shoot  craps,  which  of  course  I replied  I didn't,  and 
he  replied  I had  better  learn  because  it  was  an  old  publications  tradition  and 
that  that  was  the  only  way  to  get  on  the  good  side  of  some  fellows  named  Eppley 
and  Humelstine  I think  were  their  names,  who  it  seems  indulge  in  this  sport 
nightly. 

Three  hours  and  forty  minutes  later  I traded  back  my  pants  for  the 
radiator  cap  on  the  Plymouth  (because  this  fellow  Fisher  happened  to  need  one) 
and  I obtained  permission  to  go  into  the  Old  Line  office  after  I gave  him 
grandpa's  gold  watch.  Then  all  those  weird-looking  people  made  a terrible  lot 
of  noise  and  threw  typewriters  and  glue  and  scissors  at  each  other  and  this 
fellow  Fisher  went  away. 

I have  never  seen  him  since,  and  I sometimes  wonder  if  he  is  as  nice 
a fellow  as  I at  first  thought. 

But  I still  felt  pretty  good,  because  I had  called  a staff  meeting, 
just  like  you  said  I should,  and  it  was  time  for  all  fifty  of  the  people  to  be 
there.  I was  a little  embarrassed  about  not  having  anything  on  but  the  pants 
which  I traded  for  the  radiator  cap  from  the  Plymouth  you  will  remember,  but 
after  all  an  editor  is  pretty  important.  So  I figured  out  what  I was  going  to 
say  and  then  I nonchalantly  stalked  into  the  office,  expecting  of  course  a 
round  of  applause. 

There  was  nobody  there — unless  perhaps  you  could  count  that  absurdly 
well-fed  mouse  that  leered  at  me  from  on  the  desk.  I can't  say  I wasn't  a 
little  discouraged,  but  soon  a lot  of  guys  came  in  and  said  pardon  them  but 
would  I mind  moving  out  of  the  chair  because  they  ate  lunch  there,  and  then  all 
those  queer-looking  people  came  back  and  didn't  say  pardon  them  but  they  put 
out  the  Diamondback  there  and  would  I please,  kindly  move  the  hell  out  of  the 
way. 

Well,  I found  a quiet  corner  in  a place  they  call  the  Terrapin  office 
but  now  all  those  odd  people  have  come  in  here,  and  it  seems  they  have  run  out 
of  typewriters  and  they  want  this  one,  so  I am  not  quite  sure  what  to  do. 

I think  I will  go  home  and  think  the  whole  thing  over. 

Worthy  Successor? 

P.  S.  Gee,  I hope  I'll  be  a man,  my  son,  like  you  said. 


Eight 


T H E O L I)  L I N I 
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As  the  guard  strapped  t he  electrode 
around  his  shaven  leg,  Joe  looked  up 
at  the  round  face  of  the  clock.  Ten 
more  minutes,  he  thought — ten  more 
minutes  and  then — he  gave  an  in- 
voluntary shudder — it  would  be  twelve 
o’clock. 

It  seemed  only  a short  time  ago  to 
Joe  that  he  had  been  walking  down 
the  east-side  street  where  he  grew  up. 
Walking  down  the  street  with  Pinky 
Pinky,  who  had  been  such  a strange 
father  to  him,  who  had  shown  him 
how  to  strip  cars  as  long  ago  as  he 
could  remember,  who  had  shown  him 
where  to  get  rid  of  the  stuff  lifted 
from  the  department  stores,  and  who 
later,  when  hi'  had  learned  to  handle 
a rod  had  taken  him  to  see  the  big 
boys.  Only  live  years  ago;  he  re- 
membered Ids  first  shooting  scrape. 
The  bank  guard  had  got  Pinky  in 
that  one,  straight  through  the  stomach. 
Joe  thought  of  the  sudden  look  of 
surprise  on  the  face  of  the  man  as 
the  burst  from  the  tommy  had  hit 
him. 

This  last  job  had  been  an  accident 
though.  Just  the  same  the  figure  of 
the  little,  old,  gray-haired  lady  haunted 
him.  God!  Why  hadn’t  she  had 
sense  enough  to  stay  in  bed  and  not 
come  prowling  around  in  the  dark 
getting  shot  for  someone  else.  Killing 
a man  wasn’t  so  bad,  but  a woman, 
and  an  old  lady  at  that.  Joe  shud- 
dered again  when  he  remembered  how 
she  had  looked  lying  there  in  a heap 
on  the  floor.  Yes,  they  had  him  on 
this  job  all  right,  liven  Alike  couldn’t 
do  anything  for  a fellow  who  didn’t 
have  any  better  sense  than  to  knock 
ofT  the  warden’s  w ife  .... 

Five  hundred  miles  away  two  men 
were  sitting  before  the  remains  of  an 
early  lunch.  “You  know  Tom,”  said 
the  fat  man,  “It's  funny  the  way 
things  happen.  Take  that  Scott  case 
twenty  years  ago.  We  kidnap  Scott's 


son  thinking  we  can  make  Scott  help 
Johnny  make  his  break.  And  what 
does  Scott  do?  He  turns  the  heat  on 
Johnny  and  I’m  stuck  with  the  kid. 
The  joke’s  on  him  though;  for  the 
past  two  years  lie's  been  keeping  his 
own  kid  behind  bars  not  knowing  it. 


And  now  what  happens — the  kid  goes 
and  kills  his  own  mother.” 

The  sun  threw  a ray  of  light  across 
the  rich  walnut  paneling  of  the  room, 
and  halfway  up  the  carpeted  stairs  the 
clock  struck  twelve. 

H.  BRIDGE 


FRANCESCA  SIMS 
of  TEXAS 

Chesterfield  Girl  of  the  Month 


These  are  the  things  you  get  from  Chesterfield’s  right 
combination  of  the  world’s  best  cigarette  tobaccos. 

Make  sure  of  more  smoking  pleasure  . . . make  your 
next  pack  Chesterfield  and  you’ll  say  "They  give  me  just 
what  I want  . . . THEY  SATISFY.” 


Copyright  19-10,  Liggett  & Myers  Tobacco  Co. 
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THE  OLD  LINE 


No  love  life  had  a guy  named  Ed 

Because  his  breath  smelled  rawther  dead. 
Bui  Ed  tried  Pep-O-Mints  and  now 
\\  ith  all  the  outies  he's  a wow! 


cn  anti  refresh  vour  breath  after 
eating,  drinking,  and  smoking. 


From  English  Department : 

“A  serious  thought  for  today, 

Is  one  that  may  cause  us  dismay, 

Just  what  are  the  forces 

That  bring  little  horses 

If  all  of  the  horses  say  ‘Nay?’  ” 

Santa  Claus  is  the  only  man  who  can  run  around  with 
a bag  all  night  and  not  get  talked  about. 

A little  girl  wrote  the  following  essay  on  men: 

“Men  are  what  women  marry.  They  drink  and  smoke 
and  swear,  but  don’t,  go  to  church.  Perhaps  if  they  wore 
bonnets,  they  would.  They  are  more  logical  than  women, 
also  more  zoological.  Both  men  and  women  sprang  from 
monkeys,  but  the  women  sprang  further  than  the  men.” 

— The  Pup 

Murgatroyd 

Was  a cow  more  athletic  than 
Mudderly 

She  hopped  a picket  fence  and  was 

Udderly 

Destroyed. 


Wisecrack  Yourself  a Free 
Box  of  Lifesavers 

Now  your  pet  wisecracks  can  get  you  more  than  a 
grin.  Here’s  a prize  contest  where  your  funny  bone 
can  tickle  your  sweet  tooth. 

Send  us  your  best  laugh-maker.  An  attractive 
cellophane-wrapped  assortment  of  all  the  Life  Saver 
flavors  will  be  awarded  for  the  best  joke  submitted 
each  month  by  one  of  the  students. 

Contributions  will  be  judged  by  the  editors  of  this 
publication  and  the  right  to  publish  any  joke  submitted 
is  reserved.  All  Editors’  decisions  are  final. 

How  about  that  wisecrack  you  like  to  pull?  Win 
a sweet  prize  with  it. 


THIS  MONTH’S  WINNER: 

Vivian  E.  Bond 
THE  JOKE: 

“Who  was  that  gentleman  I saw  you  with  Iasi  nighty 
" That  was  no  gentlemen,  that  teas  my  husband .” 


Sultan:  “Bring  me  a girl.” 

Servant:  “Very  good,  sir.” 

Sultan:  “Not  necessarily.” 

The  Southern  farmer  was  introducing  his  family  of  boys 
to  a visiting  governor. 

“Seventeen  boys,”  exclaimed  the  father.  “And  all 
Democrats  but  John,  the  little  rascal.  He  got  to  readin’.” 

— Punch  Bowl 

Math  Prof.:  “Nowr  watch  the  blackboard  while  I run 

through  it  once.” 

No,  Miss  Lentz,  a nerckerehief  is  not  the  president  of  a 
sorority.” 

Pelican 

He:  “What’s  all  the  bustle  about?” 

SI  ie:  “Don’t  get  personal.” 

And  then  there’s  the  girl  who  was  so  dumb  she  thought 
Vat  69  was  the  Pope’s  telephone  number. 

—Pell  Mell 

ASH-CAN  VARIETY 

— the  bride  was  wearing  a white  satin  dress  with  piff 
sleeves,  and  carried  lilies  of  the  alley. 

— New  York  Times 


HER  HERO  RATED 
ZERO  IN  THE 
ART  OF  LOVEt 


WHAT  CAUSED  THE  FIGHT?  His 

pipe!  Bud  said  it  tasted  fine,  but 
Sue  swore  it  stank  out  loud.  A fine 
way  for  sweethearts  to  talk!  Some- 
one better  find  him  a milder  tobacco. 


HEARTS  ENTWINED  once  again! 
Sue  has  said  "yes”  to  Bud  and  bis 
pipe  since  he  switched  to  Sir  al 
ter  Raleigh,  that  milder  blend  of 


jm 

Nwo!  Jgd^ 

CELLOPHANE 


TAPE 


seals  flavor  in  . . . 
brings  you  tobacco 
100%  factory-fresh! 


THE  OLI)  LINE 


Law  Prof  (at  registration):  “So 

you're  a pre-Icgal,  hull?'' 

Student  : “Like  hell;  l in  I lie  young- 
est in  our  family .' 

A little  bird  at  the  north  pole 
decided  to  visit  the  equator  on  his 
vacation.  At  the  same  lime  a little 
bird  at  the  south  pole  made  the  same 
decision.  They  were  very  much 
pleased  with  each  other  when  they 
met  at  the  equator,  and  spent  much 
of  their  time  together.  But,  all  good 
things  come  to  an  end,  they  finally 
had  to  go  home.  Not  long  afterward 
the  little  bird  at  the  north  pole 
received  a telegram  from  the  little 
bird  at  the  south  pole,  saying:  ”1  m 

with  Byrd." 


See  our  showing  of  — 


Chocola+es 

Your  mother  . . . your  children's 

mother  . . . anybody's  mother  . . . 
will  be  delighted  with  a selection  from 
our  specially  decorated  boxes  of  her 
favorite  Whitman's  Chocolates. 

The  Sampler $1.50toS7.50 

The  Fairhill 53c  to  $5.00 

Other  gift  packages $1.00  up 

Albrecht’s  Pharmacy 

Berwyn  580  Greenwood  3838 


Eleven 


CAMPUS  MEN 

For  Your  Convenience,  Shop 
in  Hyattsville 

McGregor  Sweaters 

Catalina  and  Wikie  Swim 
Trunks 

Saddle  Shoes,  Kedsman  Shoes 
and  Hand  Sewn  Moccasins 

Slacks  and  Shirts  to  Match 
Dress  Slacks 
Adam  and  Stetson  Hats 
Knit  Ties 

Full  Dress  Accessories 

Complete  Line  of  Men’s  Furnishings 

WOLLOCK’S 

Two  doors  from  the  bank  in  Hyattsville 
Warfield  0852 


“Why  does  Betty  get  all  the  men? 
She  hasn't  a decent  thing  to  wear." 

“1  guess  that's  the  reason. 

Taken  from  a freshman  lest  paper: 
“A  morality  play  is  one  in  which  the 
characters  are  goblins,  ghosts,  \ irgins, 
and  other  super-natural  characters.” 


Old  Lady:  (to  little  boy  smoking 
cigarette)  “You’d  better  stop  doing 
that.  Otherwise,  you'll  never  become 
president ." 

Little  Boy:  “Oh,  that's  all  right, 
lady.  I'm  a Republican,  anyway.” 

The  famous  detective  arrived  on  the 
scene.  “Hm,  the  plot  thickens — ” 
he  said,  "The  window  is  broken  on 
both  sides." 

"What  is  the  tactful  way  for  a 
girl's  father  to  let  her  boy  friend 
know  it's  time  to  leave?” 

"He  may  casually  pass  through  t lie 
room  with  a box  of  breakfast  food.” 


TUNE  IN—  Sir  Walter  Raleieb  “Dog  House.”  Fiery 
Tuesday  night,  NBC  Red  Network. 


Twelve 


T HE  OLD  LIN  E 


THE  ABBIE  McKAY  FILLY  WAS  A GOOD  RACER  — BUT 
CLARA  HAD  HER  OWN  IDEAS  AS  TO  WHO  SHOULD  WIN 


THE  FREE-FOR-ALL  PACE 


I'm  siltin'  on  a green  Hanover  Shoe 
Farms  trunk  leanin’  against  the  stable 
and  tryin'  to  rest  up  for  the  third  heat 
of  the  free-for-all  pace,  when  Clara 
scampers  out  from  around  some  bales 
of  straw  and  makes  me  jittery  all 
over  again. 

“Gee,  Clara,”  says  I,  “I'm  awful 
glad  to  see  you,  but  you’re  gonna  get 
your  new  shoes  all  dirty  coinin' 
around  here.” 

“That’s  nothin’,”  she  says  as  if  she 
could  send  off  for  a new  pair  any  time 
she  pleased.  “Just  thought  I’d  come 
around  and  see  how  the  world’s  best 
trainer  was  get  tin’  along.” 

“Now,  I’m  only  helpin’  Harry 
Thomas  out  at  Hanover  since  I meet 
up  with  him  at  the  Old  Glory  last 
fall.  I’m  down  there  ever  since, 
workin'  with  this  Abbie  McKay  Filly. 
So  when  Clara  calls  me  the  world’s 
best  trainer,  I just  laugh  and  pretend 
I think  she’s  only  kiddin’,  which  she 
is,  but  it  makes  me  feel  good  anyway, 
which  she  knows  it  does.  But  not 
for  long. 

“Whose  are  those?”  I ask  her, 
pointin'  to  a pair  of  legs  with  yellow 
shoes  and  newly  pressed  pants  that 
I can  t see  the  owner  of  because  lie’s 
behind  an  open  half  door. 

“Oh  that’s  Harold,”  she  says  as  if 
he  had  just  won  the  blue  ribbon  in 
the  Ayershire  class.  “We  drove  over 
from  Carmel  together.  Come  here, 
Harold.” 


Then  the  legs  walk  around  to  where 
we  can  see  what  goes  with  ’em.  Here 
comes  this  dude  in  a plaid  jacket  with 
paddin"  stickin’  out  a hand  on  each 
side  of  where  his  shoulders  are  and 
a green  furry  lookin’  hat  with  an 
orange  brush  slickin'  up  one  side. 

“This  the  one  you  drove  in  the  last 
heat?”  he  wisecracks,  pointin’  to  the 
goat  that’s  the  Abbie’s  stable  mate. 

That  makes  me  mad,  and  I start 
to  say  no,  it’s  the  one  whose  blanket 
he’s  wearin’,  but  1 decide  to  be  nice 
instead  and  point  to  the  lot  where  the 
nigger  kid  is  leadin'  Abbie  around  to 
cool  her  off. 

“There  she  is,”  says  I.  “Why 
don't  you  go  over  and  have  a look  at 
her?”  He  does. 

Clara  is  still  standin’  there  smell  in' 
of  lilac  w ater. 

“I  sure  do  hope  you  win  the  heat 
so  you  can  race  Abbie  McKay  all  the 
time,”  she  says. 

“That  ain’t  the  only  reason,  ' says 
I,  pullin'  out  my  pearl  handle  knife 
and  startin'  to  whittle  on  a stick. 
“Do  you  remember  what  you  said 
about  this  race?” 

It  seems  to  me  that  she  takes  a long 
time  to  remember  at  first,  but  she 
finally  says  she  does,  and  1 say  why 
doesn't  she  keep  my  pearl  handle 
knife  until  after  the  race  just  for 
good  luck;  so  she  looks  at  it  a while 
and  finally  says  “0.  K.  Now  l gotta 
get  back  to  the  stands  with  Harold.” 


"I  ll  fix  him!  " I says,  gettin’  mad 
because  she  has  to  mention  him  when 
our  gettin’  married  depends  on  the 
next  heat. 

So  I get  the  goat  by  the  collar  and 
lead  it  out  around  the  bales  of  straw 
where  the  w ind’s  blow  in'  towards  the 
filly.  One  good  whiff  and  she  raises 
up  and  breaks  loose  from  the  nigger 
and  nearly  lands  Harold  in  a sulky, 
she  knocks  into  him  so  hard.  I’m  all 
bent  over  laughin'  so  much,  but  Clara 
gets  mad  and  picks  up  Harold,  and 
they  both  go  over  to  the  nigger,  and 
I lead  Abbie  with  the  goal  followin’ 
into  the  stall. 

About  that  time,  I hear  the  warning 
for  the  free-for-all,  and  I start  to 
double-quick  it  around  the  lot.  The 
nigger  has  come  back;  and  so  he  helps 
me  put  the  hobbles  on  the  filly  and 
back  here  between  the  shafts.  We 
have  her  harnessed  up  in  no  time,  and 
I will  say  1 never  seen  her  look  prettier. 
She's  still  a little  warmed  up  from  the 
other  two  heats,  but  her  nostrils  are 
wide,  and  her  ears  are  pricked  up 
ready  to  go.  I get  into  the  seat  and 
pick  up  the  reins  real  easy,  and  we 
loaf  out  through  the  south  gate  onto 
the  kite-shaped  track.  Then  I put 
my  feet  up  along  the  shafts  and  urge 
her  up  just  a bit. 

I can’t  help  thinkin’  what  a lucky 
guy  I am  with  a neat  little  pacer  that’s 
placed  first  and  third  in  the  other 
two  heats  and  is  probably  gonna  walk 
away  with  this  one.  The  band  is 
playin’  a march  on  a record  from  the 
judges  stand,  and  we’re  just  paradin’ 
down  in  front  of  the  crowd,  which  is 
pretty  good  for  two  days  before  the 
Hambletonian.  As  we  get  to  the 
grandstand,  I look  up  and  wave  my 
whip  to  Clara,  but  she’s  so  busy  havin' 
a sip  of  Harold's  cherry  pop  that  she 
doesn’t  see  me;  so  I pretend  to  be 
lookin’  the  other  way  and  nearly  run 
into  the  sprinkler. 

Pretty  soon  the  judges  clang  the 
bell,  and  me  and  seven  others  start 
to  turn  just  south  of  the  stands. 
Because  it’s  the  final  heat,  we  all  want 
a good  send  off,  and  we  tear  down  the 
straightaway. 


T II  E OLD  LINE 


Thirteen 


“Go!”  yells  I lie  judge,  and  we  all 
start  to  get  serious. 

I fall  in  behind  the  number  two 
horse,  and  just  let  the  Abbie  pace 
along  at  her  own  speed.  We  pound 
along  down  to  the  first  turn  at  a 
pretty  fair  clip,  then  I decide  it’s 
time  to  pull  away.  I raise  up  the 
reins  a little  and  cluck  softly  to  the 
filly.  She  responds  right  off,  and  we 
pull  out  and  around  the  ewe-necked 
bay  that  was  in  number  two.  I urge 
a little  more  and  we  come  up  alongside 
the  pole  horse’s  forelegs.  Bill  Bull, 
who’s  drivin’,  gives  the  Abbie  one 
quick  glance,  and  soon  lie’s  kickin' 
up  pebbles  in  my  face  again.  There’s 
plenty  of  time,  I think,  so  I save  the 
filly  and  just  pace  along  even  with  the 
sulky  at  the  pole. 

Then  all  of  a sudden  a big  gray 
gelding  shoots  up  side  of  me  That’s 
enough  for  me,  and  I give  my  pacer 
a better  taste  of  the  whip.  We  pull 
away  from  the  gelding  without  much 
trouble,  and  at  the  halfway  mark 
we’re  up  alongside  the  pole  horse 
again.  From  there  I can  hear  the 
roar  of  the  crowd,  and  1 get  silly  and 
think  of  Clara  holdin’  my  pearl  handle 
knife  and  all  that,  and  I drive  old 
Abbie  McKay  for  all  she’s  worth. 
Bill  Bull  starts  to  whip  and  yell,  and 
it  looks  for  a minute  like  the  finish 
of  a race,  only  we’re  only  half  wav 
round.  I push  so  hard  on  that  Abbie 
horse  that  I almost  run  the  sulkv 
right  under  her.  1 have  to  lean  way 
over  to  one  side  to  keep  from  swal- 
lowin' some  of  her  tail  that  is  slickin' 
out  like  a rudder  because  we  re  goin’ 
at  a two  minute  clip.  Halfway  down 
that  southwest  bend  of  the  kite  we 
leave  Bill  Bull  in  the  dust  and  see-saw 
along  way  ahead  of  the  field  as  if 
we’re  doin’  an  exhibition  mile.  At 
last  I'm  tastin'  sweet  victory. 

I’m  tuggin’  on  the  near  rein  and 
leanin'  for  the  turn  when  all  of  a 
sudden  the  filly  rears  up  on  her  hind 
legs  and  whinnies  loud  enough  to  call 
every  nag  in  the  stable  to  an  open 
door.  Then  she  wheels  around  and 
comes  down  with  a crash.  I hang 
on  for  all  I’m  worth  and  pray  to  God 


and  Peter  Yolo  that  the  field  doesn't 
run  us  down.  I’ve  got  my  eyes 
closed,  but  I feel  the  wheezin'  of  the 
ewe-necked  bay  so  close  that  I throw 
myself  out  to  one  side,  and  the  Abbie 
gallops  off  towards  the  gate  with  the 
sulky  hoppin’  along  behind  like  a 
cricket  on  a string. 

I pull  myself  out  of  the  track  and 
start  runnin’  to  head  her  off,  but  she 
just  gallops  along  behind  the  fence, 
and  stops  with  all  fours  in  front  of 
something  white.  There’s  that  damn 
goat,  chained  to  a fence  post  eat  in' 
daisies. 

1 think  I see  the  nigger  siltin'  behind 
a stump  over  by  the  stables;  as  I limp 
over  that  wav  because  my  ankle  is 
givin’  me  a little  trouble. 

“You  damn  nigger!”  I almost  yell. 
“Haven't  you  got  no  more  sense  than 
to  do  a muleheaded  thing  like  that?” 

But  I don't  say  it.  I walk  over  by 
him,  and  when  he  hears  me  coinin', 
he  just  turns  and  grins  at  me  with  his 
big  yella  teeth  and  goes  on  whittlin' 
with  my  pearl  handle  knife.  — T.St.C. 


cMey,  fyella!! 


Ag  Place 
tf-G-ti  you!! 

Get  out  from  under  and  play 
safe  by  taking  your  troubles 
to — 

CHANEVS 

GARAGE 

OPPOSITE  THE  MAIN  GATE 


Fourteen 


THE  OLD  LINE 


In  I ii  iiy  mill  Cleopatra 

The  World’s  Greatest  LoVe  Story  Retold 

Bv  Barrimore  X.  Depew 


Antony  went  south  from  Rome  to  conquer  Egypt,  but 
Egypt  conquered  Antony.  He  met  a little  Egyptian  girl 
who  had  had  a son  bv  Julius  Caesar,  already  dead  some 
years,  who  was  old  enough  to  know  better.  Her  name 
was  Cleopatra,  but  she  didn't.  Antony  was  no  chicken, 
but  he  didn't  either. 

That  was  why  all  the  trouble  started. 

Because  Cleopatra  saw  Antony  march  into  Alexandria, 
and  what  is  more  important  Antony  saw  Cleopatra.  He 
spread  his  army  out  in  the  back  yard  of  Cleopatra’s 
palace,  and  went  in,  apologized  for  having  mud  on  his 
shoes,  apologized  for  taking  over  Egypt,  apologized  for 
the  hell  his  army  was  going  to  raise,  and  made  love  to 
Cleopatra. 

She  said,  “You’re  a pretty  polite  fellow — and  not  bad 
looking,  as  Roman  generals  go.  Make  y ourself  at  home.” 

Two  months  later  Antony  was  still  apologizing  for 
having  mud  on  his  shoes,  apologizing  for  taking  over 
Egypt,  apologizing  for  the  hell  his  army  was  going  to 
raise,  and  making  love  to  Cleopatra.  She  still  thought 
he  w as  a pretty  polite  fellow,  and  not  bad  at  all.  as  Roman 
generals  go. 

She  used  to  enjoy  reminding  him  that  he  had  one  w ife 
back  in  Rome. 

Her  name  w as  Ful  via  and  one  day  a messenger  came  into 
the  palace  and  told  Antony  his  wife,  Fulvia,  was  dead. 

As  a general,  a Roman,  and  a gentleman,  Antony  w as 
properly  grief-stricken.  The  messenger  also  mentioned 
that  a Greek  named  Sextus  Pompeius  was  attacking  Rome 
and  Octavius  Caesar  would  like  to  ask  what  to  hell  was 
Antony  doing  in  Egypt  -as  though  he  didn't  know — and 
did  his  army  want  a new  order  of  little-wonder  foot- 
warmers  or  were  they  fighting  with  sling  shots  and  jelly 
beans. 

Antony  was  insulted  and  his  honor  was  being  besmirched. 
He  decided  to  go  to  Rome  and  tell  Octavius  so. 

Naturally  Cleopatra  was  also  grief-stricken.  “Your 
wife,  Fulvia,  dead?”  she  said.  “Not  really.  Tsk  tsk 
tsk  too  bad." 

Antony  did  not  forget  Cleopatra.  On  his  way  to  Rome 
he  wrote  to  her  and  once  he  sent  her  an  oyster  he  had 
found  somewhere  along  the  way.  He  sent  a tender  note 
along  with  the  oyster.  It  said:  “Darling,  This  is  all  for 


you.  As  it  is  to  be  a surprise  present  I haven't  opened  it. 
But  1 hope  there’s  a pearl  inside.  Love,  Antony." 

Antony’s  meeting  with  Octavius  Caesar  was  one  of  the 
great  moments  of  history.  It  went  like  this. 

Caesar:  “Welcome  to  Rome.” 

Antony:  “Thank  you." 

Caesar:  “Sit.  ' 

Antony  : “Sit,  sir.” 

Such  biting  remarks  were  hurled  back  and  forth  between 
the  two  men  until  a chum  of  Octavius  bowed  and  scraped 
his  way  forward  and  suggested  that  to  make  peace  between 
them  Antony  should  marry  Octavia,  Caesar’s  sister  by  his 
mother’s  side  of  the  family,  w ho  apparently  was  currently 
in  need  of  a husband. 

Octavia  was  not  bad,  as  Roman  women  go,  so  Antony 
married  her.  He  also  met  Sextus  Pompeius,  bought  him 
a few  drinks,  and  straightened  everything  out.  But  when 
Antony  got  home  Octavia  told  him  Caesar  had  been  say  ing 
nasty  things  about  him  in  public  and  had  decided  to  start 
a new  war  with  Sextus  Pompeius,  who  was  now  a good 
friend  of  Antony’s. 

Like  a Roman  gentleman  of  honor  Antony  said.  “What 
to  hell?” 

He  packed  his  suitcase  and  went  back  to  Egypt. 

Things  didn't  go  so  well,  however,  because  Octavia  was 
mad  at  Antony  and  Caesar  was  mad  at  Antony  and 
Cleopatra  was  none  too  pleased.  Though  she  really  still 
thought  he  was  a pretty  polite  fellow  and  the  best  thing  in 
Roman  generals  who  had  passed  through  Egypt  in  some 
time. 

She  was  in  the  palace  one  day  shooting  pool  with  some 
of  the  girls  when  Antony  came  in  and  said  that  oddly 
enough  Octavius  Caesar  was  steaming  up  the  Nile  with 
a fleet  of  battleships  ready  to  blow  Egypt  into  the  next 
county  just  for  spite. 

Now  Cleopatra  had  no  navy  to  speak  of.  There  were  a 
few  garbage  scows  and  tugboats  on  the  Nile  and  some 
collapsible  rowboats  that  people  used  to  rent  when  there 
was  a full  moon.  But  she  wanted  to  see  if  Antony  still 
loved  her  so  she  said,  “We  fight  Caesar  by  sea." 

Now  Antony  was  a man  of  will  so  he  said,  "Me  tight 
Caesar  by  sea." 


TIIE  OLD  LINE 


Killeen 


I Jolly  Well  Hope  You're  Insured!" 


Pelican 


Which  oddly  enough  is  what  happened. 

The  garbage  scows  and  the  tugboats  and  the  collapsible 
rowboats  never  came  back  and  Caesar  continued  to  steam 
up  the  Nile  and  his  army  was  coming  too.  just  to  make 
sure.  Antony  remembered  his  own  army  which,  when  it 
was  not  out  raising  hell,  was  still  in  Cleopatra’s  back  yard. 
So  he  went  out  to  fight  Caesar’s  army. 

He  was  standing  in  the  middle  of  an  Egyptian  battle- 
field beating  oil'  Caesar’s  army  single-handed  because  his 
men  had  all  either  decided  to  go  home  or  were  dead,  when 
he  came  to  the  conclusion  that  Cleopatra  had  given  him 
the  Egyptian  double-cross,  which  was  not  at  all  as  honor- 
able as  the  Roman  double-cross.  Because  he  was  busy 
beating  the  Romans  off  single-handed  he  sent  a messenger 
who  happened  to  still  be  around  back  to  tell  Cleopatra 
what  was  on  his  mind! 

She  was  disturbed  of  course  because  an  Egyptian  double- 
cross  was  as  good  as  a Roman  double-cross  any  day  and 
besides  she  hadn't  done  anything.  So  being  coy  about  the 
whole  thing  she  sent  the  messenger  back  to  tell  Antony 
she  was  dead. 


Antony  was  very  sorry  to  hear  this  and  fell  on  his  own 
sword  in  order  to  kill  himself.  His  sword  was  not  quite 
sharp  enough  though  and  he  was  carried  back  to  Cleo- 
patra’s palace  where  he  made  a pretty  farewell  address 
and  died. 

Octavius  Caesar  marched  into  Alexandria  and  Cleopatra 
told  him  to  make  himself  at  home  and  he  said  he  would. 
She  decided  he  w as  not  such  a bad  fellow  and  perhaps  she 
had  best  forget  Antony. 

Then  she  heard  what  Octavius  Caesar  did  to  conquered 
Egyptian  queens,  because  he  had  no  use  for  women,  and 
she  decided  that  Antony  after  all  was  a prett\  polite  fellow 
and  not  bad  as  Roman  generals  go  and  perhaps  she’d 
better  hold  on  to  him.  So  she  applied  an  asp  to  her  arm 
and  one  to  her  breast  so  there  would  be  no  mistake  and 
without  further  ado  turned  her  face  to  the  wall  and  ga\e 
up  the  ghost. 

Which  is  why  all  there  is  left  is  a little  stone  structure  on 
the  bank  of  the  Thames  in  London  and  a similar  little  stone 
structure  in  Central  Park  in  New  York  City  called 
Cleopatra’s  Needles. 


Sixteen 


THE  OLD  LINE 


‘'Em  giving  her  a corsage!" 

"You  must  know  her  intimately.  I’m  just  giving  her 
flowers.” 


OBVIOUS 

"Joe  has  a glass  eye.” 

“Did  he  tell  you  about  it?” 

“No,  it  just  came  out  during  the  conversation.” 

Pelican 


— and  then  there  was  the  girl  called  “Checkers”  because 
she  jumped  whenever  you  made  a wrong  move. 

— Punch  Bowl 


A man  somewhat  under  the  influence  of  good  cheer 
attempted  to  pass  through  the  revolving  doors  of  a 
department  store  in  Detroit.  Each  time  he  entered  he 
made  the  complete  round  and  found  himself  in  the  street 
again.  After  several  unsuccessful  attempts  he  sat  down 
on  the  sidewalk  to  work  things  out. 

A moment  later  a young  man  walked  rapidly  up  the 
street  and  went  in.  The  door  went  round  and  a young 
lady  came  out.  The  inebriate  was  puzzled. 

“What  gets  me,”  he  remarked,  “is  what  the  devil  did 
he  do  with  his  other  clothes?” 


I d rather  be  a Could  Be 
If  I couldn’t  be  an  Are; 

For  a Could  Be  is  a May  Be, 

With  a chance  of  touching  par. 

I'd  rather  be  a Has  Been 
Than  a Might  Have  Been,  by  far; 
For  a Might  Have  Been  has  never 
been. 

But  a Has  was  once  an  Are. 


“Waiter,  bring  us  two  orders  of 
Spumoni  \ ericelli,  please." 

“Sorry,  sir,  but  that's  the  pro- 
prietor.” 


Famous  Courtroom  Scene — “Judge, 
I want  a divorce;  her  father  didn’t 
have  no  license  for  that  shotgun.” 


She  was  only  the  coal  man’s  daughter,  but,  oh!  Where 
she  had  bin! 


Step  out  with  a new  permanent 
and  coiffure  designed  for  you 
individually  hij  our  experts. 

University  Beauty  Salon 

OPPOSITE  MAIN  GATE 

Drive-In  Shopping  Center 
Tel.  BErwyn  670  Open  9 to  9 

Permanents  From  $ 3.95 


FOOD  SPECIALTIES! 

We  offer  a complete  line  of  fine  quality  grocer- 
ies, including  a full  selection  of  Bird's-Eye  froz- 
en foods  at  reasonable  prices. 

We  offer  one  item  each  day  from  our 
meat  department  at  a special  price. 

CARR  & BOSWELL, 

RIVERDALE  STORE  HYATTSVILLE  STORE 

Hyattsville  381-382  Hyattsville  201-202 

Barwyn  460  Berwyn  345 


CENSUS  REPORT 


Hello  Joe.  Whatdya  know? 

Name 

Born? \N  here? Why? 

Married  or  Single? If  nol,  slate  preference 

Chest  expansion 

Blood  pressure High Low Closing. 

If  over  30  years  of  age,  ignore  above  questions. 

If  under  20,  answer  following: 

Are  you  a veteran  of  the  Spanish-American,  Civil,  or  Boer  War? 

Do  you  have  spots  before  your  eyes?  Do  you  have  glasses?  Do  you  have  eyes? 

Do  you? 

Where  were  you  on  the  night  of  January  16th? 

Do  you  have  a hobby?  Horse? 

Icelandic  immigrants  may  leave  the  following  blank.  Also  Athletes. 

Did  you  ever  experience  a tight  sensation  around  the  waist? 

Did  you? 

What’s  your  batting?  Average? 

Do  even  your  best  friends  tell  you? 

Are  you  planning  to  run  for  a 3rd.  term? 

Well  we’re  just  asking \\  hat  the  heck? 

Do  you  sleep  on  a Beauty  Best  mattress? 

Upon  retiring  does  a strange  sensation  of  drowsiness  creep  over  you? 

Gee!  It  does? Whatdya  know? 

How’s  your  vegetable  garden  coming? Too  bad 

The  following  questions  are  for  those  under  11  years: 

What  college  did  you  attend? Classy?.  . . . 

State  4 good  reasons  why  you  transferred  to  the  College  of  Ed 


And  why  didn't  you  want  to  teach? 

What’s  good  about  the  College  of  Agric.?  (One  good  point) 

Did  you  read  the  school  paper’s  editorials? Why  not? 

All  those  who  are  past  this  point,  and  are  past  the  age  of  59,  go  back  to  paragraph  13,  article  7,  and 
ignore  questions  86,  0,  and  194.  Thank  you. 

Have  you  answered  all  questions? 

Are  you  havin’  any  fun? 

All  finished?  Now  make  10  copies  of  the  above  in  your  own  handwriting,  and  mail  to  10  friends  who 
you  know  will  not  break  the  chain.  Take  the  top  name  off  the  following  list  and  add  your  name  to 
the  bottom.  If  you  do  this  success  and  happiness  will  be  yours.  But  if  you  break  the  chain, 
within  7 years  dire  calamity  will  befall  you.  Do  not  break  the  chain!  ! ! 

Harry  L.  Hopkins 
Harry  L.  Hopkins 
Harry  L.  Hopkins 
Harry  L.  Hopkins 
Harry  L.  Hopkins 


U.S.  ANTARCTIC  EXPEDITION  OFF  FOR 
YEAR'S  SURVEY 


SLED  DOGS.. .YEAR'S  SUPPLY  OF  SLOW-BURNING  CAMEL 
CIGARETTES  ACCOMPANY  AOMIRAL  BYRD  TO  ANTARCTIC 


IF  YOU  WERE  LEAVING  TODAY  to  live  for  a whole 
year  on  the  barren  ice  of  the  Antarctic,  and  if 
right  now  you  had  to  choose  the  one  brand  of 
cigarette  you  would  smoke  through  those  months 
—you’d  make  sure  you  picked  the  right  brand. 
The  men  on  the  Antarctic  expedition  were  in  a 
situation  like  that.  The  picture  above  shows  what 
happened:  The  expedition  took  Camels!  Rear 
Admiral  Richard  E.  Byrd  explained:  "Slow-burn- 
ing Camels  are  a great  favorite  with  us.  You  can 
be  sure  we  have  plenty.”  You,  yourself,  may  never 
go  near  the  South  Pole,  but  the  right  cigarette  is 
important  to  you,  too.  Camels  give  you  extra 
mildness,  extra  coolness,  extra  flavor— plus  extra 
smoking  in  every  pack.  (See  below.) 


"MORE  PLEASURE  PER  PUFF. ..MORE  PUFFS  PER  PACK"... 

That’s  how  these  three  members  of  the  U.  S.  Antarctic  expedition  tell 
of  the  advantages  of  slow-burning  Camels.  Richard  Moulton,  senior 
dog-driver  (center),  says:  "Slow  burning  is  my  measure  of  a milder, 
cooler,  more  flavorful  smoke.  I’d  sledge  a mile  for  a Camel.”  Nothing 
destroys  a cigarette’s  delicate  elements  of  flavor  and  fragrance  like 
excess  heat.  Cigarettes  that  burn  fast  also  burn  hot.  Camels  are 
slower-burning... milder,  mellower,  and— naturally— cooler!  Camels 
give  you  more  pleasure  per  puff.. .and  more  puffs  per  pack  (see  right). 

PAM  El  C F0R  MADNESS, COOLNESS, AND  FLAVOR 

unlvl  lLO  -slow-burning  costlier  tobaccos 


In  recent  laboratory  tests,  CAMELS  burned 
25%  slower  than  the  average  of  the  15  other 
of  the  largest-selling  brands  tested  — slower 
than  any  of  them. 
That  means,  on  the 
average,  a smoking 
plus  equal  to 

5 EXTRA 
SMOKES 
PER 
PACK! 

Copyright,  1940,  R.  .7.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Company,  Winston-Salem,  N.  C. 


^ SPEED’S  THE  THING 
IN  A HORSE,  BUT  I LIKE  MY 
CIGARETTES  SLOW-BURNING, 
THAT  MEANS  CAMELS, 
THE  CIGARETTE  THAT  GIVES^ 
ME  THE  EXTRAS  ! -J 


* House 


OUT  IN  SANTA  BAR- 
BARA, West  Coast  girls 
play  a lot  of  polo.  Peggy 
McManus,  shown  about  to 
mount  one  of  her  ponies, 
is  a daring  horsewoman... 
often  breaks  and  trains  her 
own  horses.  She  has  car- 
ried off  many  cups  and 
ribbons  at  various  horse 
shows  and  rodeos. 


jpgillp 


. . . but  the  cigarette  for  her 
is  slower- burning  Camels 
because  that  means 


NORTH,  SOUTH.  EAST,  WEST-peopIe 
feel  the  same  wray  about  Camel  cigarettes 
as  Peggy  does.  Camels  went  to  the  Ant- 
arctic with  Admiral  Byrd  and  the  U.  S. 
Antarctic  expedition.  Camel  is  Joe 
DiMaggio’s  cigarette.  People  like  a ciga- 
rette that  burns  slowly.  And  they  find  the 
real,  worth  while  extras  in  Camels  — an 
extra  amount  of  mildness,  coolness,  and 
flavor.  For  Camels  are  slower-burning. 
Some  brands  burn  fast.  Some  burn  more 
slowly.  But  it  is  a settled  fact  that  Camels 
burn  slower  than  any  other  brand  tested 
(see  left).  Thus  Camels  give  extra  smok- 
ing... a plus  equal,  on  the  average,  to  five 
extra  smokes  per  pack. 


MORE  PLEASURE  PER  PUFF 
...MORE  PUFFS  PER  PACK! 


PEGGY  McMANUS  {above)  has  won  nu- 
merous cups  for  "all-  round  girl”. ..  studied 
ranch  management  at  the  University  of 
California.  She's  a swell  dancer,  swims, 
sails...  is  a crack  rifle  shot. ..  handles  a 
shotgun  like  an  expert.  She  picks  Camels 
as  the  "all-round”  cigarette.  "They're 
milder,  cooler,  and  more  fragrant."  Peggy 
says.  "By  burning  more  slowly.  Camels 
give  me  extra  smokes.  Penny  for  penny. 
Camels  are  certainly  the  best  cigarette  buy.” 


In  recent  laboratory  tests, 
CAMELS  burned  25  % slower 
than  the  average  of  the  15 
other  of  the  largest-selling 
brands  tested  — slower  than 
any  of  them.  That  means,  on 
the  average,  a smoking  plus 
equal  to 

5 


EXTRA 


SMOKES 


PER 


PACK! 


Camels- 


Copyright,  1940,  R.  J.  Reynolds  Tob.  Co.,  Winston-Salem,  N.  C. 


f/ie  agareffe  of  ~jf/ongr/?ummg  Cosf/zer  Tobaccos 


T II  E O I,  I)  LIN  E 


One 


Slinks  Skelton  has  given  his  all  for 
the  school,  even  the  shirt  off  his 
back.  Even  the  back  off  his 
vertebrae.  His  smiling  coun- 
tenance, combined  with 
a deep  wisdom  and 
understanding,  have 
made  Slinks  be- 
loved by  thou- 
sands of  stu- 
dents who 


have  come 
to  him  for  ad- 
vice. The  open, 
modern  outlook  he 
has  on  life  is  a never- 
failing  source  of  inter- 
est to  the  campus.  And 
so,  to  our  old  friend  and 
cohaunt.  Slinks  Skelton,  we 
dedicate  this  issue  of 


THE  TERRAPAN 


Two 


THE  OLD  LINE 


quarters  of  the  Old  Arts  and  Science  Building  which  is 
now  in  the  new  wing  of  the  old  Engineering  Building, 
which  has  moved  into  the  old  Arts  and  Science  Building, 
which  is  now  the  new  Engineering  Building.  Flowing 
gently  past  this  vertiahle  metropolis  of  learning  is  Uni- 
versity Lane.  In  the  foreground  can  be  seen  the  Day- 
dodgers  arriving  in  their  dredges  and  tug  boats. 

An  interior  view  of  the  lavishly  furnished  men’s  dor- 
mitory appears  on  the  right.  Every  comfort,  including 
the  latest  1817  Rogers  silverplated  spittoons,  is  included 
for  the  boys. 


This  magnificent  architectural 
group,  the  fruits  of  the  University's 
Building  Program,  includes  the  new 
Arts  and  Science  Building,  the  tallest 
of  the  group,  or  rather  that  is  the  new 
Engineering  Building.  Or  rather  the 
new  wing  of  the  Old  Engineering 
Building.  Or  rather  the  new  head- 


Gagging 


Here  also  is  a view  of  the  proposed 
Student  Union,  with  its  massive 
rubber  pillars,  deep-tangled  wildwood, 
and  nut  trees  bordering  the  hallways. 
The  motto  on  the  doorway  is  Ubangi 
for  the  French  “Oui”.  This,  is  the 
proposed  office  of  Mr.  Humelsine. 
The  marvelously  equipped,  steam- 
heated  building  will  be  air-conditioned 
in  summer  to  keep  out 


Sagging 


T II  E <)  L I)  L I N E 


Three 


HOT  AIR 

Brothers  in  Sigma  Circle  of  Slow 
Decay  are  “in  this  corner  Herb  and 
“in  thata  one”  Harry.  These  two 
men  have  worked  hand  in  glove  on 
one  another  to  make  I he  Baltimore 
Sun  what  il  is  today.  It’s  always 
fair  weather  when  good  fellows  get 
together  in  public.  II is  Excellency 
pays  the  campus  frequent  \isils  in 
spite  of  numerous  imitations  from  the 


Herb’s  friend  Harry 


Honorable  to  pay  more.  This  method  of  “keeping  in 
touch”  is  a new  liaison  bet  w een  ( ’.ollege  Park  and  Vnnapolis 
introduced  b>  our  energetic  president  after  its  phenomenal 
success  between  (.ollege  Park  and  Hyde  Park. 

Pleas  for  advancement  of  college  education  in  the  state 
have  been  carefully  considered  by  1 1 is  Excellency,  and 
as  a result  Washington  College  is  one 
of  the  finest  universities  in  Chester- 
low  n today . 

Herb  and  Harry  know  that  to  keep 
running,  the  machine  of  state  must  be 
well  oiled,  lu  fact,  with  a little  oil 
you  can  move  forests.  Their  years  in 
office  demonstrate  how  much  can  be 
accomplished 


Four 


THE  OLD  LIME 


President 

of  Student  Life  Comm. 


f irst  Vice  President 
of  Student  Life  Comm. 


Second  Mice*  President 
of  Student  Life  Comm. 


UNDER  THEIR  VERY  NOSES  IN  SPITE  OF  ALL 
THEY  COULD  DO.  The  Student  Life  Committee 
guides  t he  undergraduate  in  well  almost  all  his  affairs 
but  the  academic.  The}  recognize  desirable  campus 
organizations  at  their  inception,  and  the  Diamondback 
because  somebody  leaves  it  on  their  desks  twice  a week 
and  who  wouldn’t  recognize  it  after  a while. 

Occasionally  a desirable  campus  organization  uses  an 
alternative  process,  that  of  approval  in  absentia  com- 


milliae.  Popularly  called  blitzbeta  or  to  gamify. 

Once  a year  all  sororities  and  fraternities  are  warned 
to  hang  up  all  paper  trash  on  hooks  and  to  hide  the 
syphilitic  chef  while  the  committee  inspects  for  beetles 
in  spinach,  skeletons  in  closets,  ants. 

Second  Nice  President,  (with  bee  in  bonnet)  came  to 
this  meeting  demanding  to  know  what  the  second  vice 
was  or  resign.  What,  he  asked,  did  the  committee  act  as. 


Student  Life  Committee 


• THE  OLD  LINE  Five 


PAWNS? 

The  SGA  meets  weakly  to  discuss 
tlie  lyrics  of  Shelley  and  paving  the 
boy’s  buggy  shed. 

Everyone  was  mad  at  String  Tie 
Kehoe  when  the  picture  was  taken 
because  it  was  his  turn,  and  he  didn’t 
bring  no  lunch.  Bess  and  Judy  and 
Tempe  were  inside  getting  ready  for 
the  picture.  Tom  was  home  getting 
ready  for  Bess  and  Judy  and  Tempe. 


This  year’s  Terrapan,  like  last  years’  come  out  annually. 
But  there  are  more  women  on  the  staff.  It  features  a 
radical  departure  from  the  usual  1910  yearbook  in  that 
thereisarunningcontinuityfromonepagetothenext. 

Both  the  photographers  worked  for  their  own  amuse- 
ment. There  is  more  leg  art  than  usual.  Interesting 


The  Staff  at  Play 


The  Staff  at  Work 


differences  will  be  found  between  the  Ingraham  (Hawaiian) 
leg  and  the  Johnson  (gladlamanATO)  leg. 

Picture  of  staff  taken  on  front  porch  of  editor’s  Jefferson 
hideaway. 

Aim:  To  have  it  called 
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“Give  me  the 
wide-open  spaces” . . . 

No  matter  how  much,  or  how  little  you're 
going  to  play  outdoors  this  summer  get  the 
most  good  out  ot  it  by  wearing  the  right 
clothes!  Clothes  that  are  action-free,  clothes 
that  can  "take  it"!  For  ex: 

Action-Rite  Sports  Frocks  . . . $7.95 

Gabardine  Slacks  Sets  ....  $5.95 

Seersuckers  jackets,  shirts,  skirts,  shorties 
and  longies  $1.95  to  $3.95 

"Shuffle-mates"  colorful  spun  rayon 
slacks,  skirts,  coats,  shorts,  shirts  $1.95 

& $2.95 

Swim  Suits,  play  suits  from  $2.95 

Just  hints  from  our  vast  summer  assortments 
Beach  Shop — 3rd  Floor. 

Saddle  Oxfords — topnotchers  at  $3.95! 

— 4th  Floor. 

J ELLEFF’S 


THE  GREATEST  PUBLICATION  MARYLAND  HAS 
EVER  SEEN! 

Working  against  most  unfavorable  public  opinion,  the 
Old  1 due,  citadel  of  the  enlightened,  burst  gloriously 
forth  eight,  count  ’em,  Swede,  times  to  hold  those  who 
understood  it  spellbound,  while  those  who  didn’t  continued 
to  edit  it.  For  example:  "Webster  says  that  taut 

means  tight.  1 guess  I got  taut  a lot  in  college  after  all.” 

It's  all  part  of  the  new  policy  of  having  at  least  one 
joke  in  every  issue  to  keep  the  Life  Saver  Ad. 

But  even  it  could  be  eliminated. 

If  you  say  so,  Ralph. 

Sir. 


Martial  law  is  declared  as  stampede  starts  for  first  Old  Lines. 


T H E OLD  LINE 


Seven 


The  Old  Line  Staff 


L.  to  R.,  F.  to  B.  Ksst.  Clair,  Ksshipe,  Kszurhorst,  Ksundheit,  Kshathaway,  Kshathaway,  Kskenney,  Ksfrey, 
Ksmartin,  Ksmichaels,  Ksvanght,  Kswaldo,  Kswallace,  Kswoodring,  Kskerwin,  and  Ksothers. 


The  girls  worked  hard  and  finally  got  an  article  that 
was  worth  the  paper  it  is  printed  on,  which  follows. 


Sprint/  Specialities ! 

Let  us  supply  your  lawn  and  garden  needs 
from  our  complete  stock  of  seeds,  tools 
and  all  other  garden  necessities. 

Keep  your  lawn  in  style  this  spring 
with  equipment  from: 

CARR  BROS.  & BOSWELL,  INC. 

RIVERDALE  STORE  HYATTSVILLE  STORE 

Hyattsville  381-382  Hyattsville  201-202 

Berwyn  460  Berwyn  345 


The 

Prince  Georges  Bank 
and  Trust  Company 

solicits  your  account 

Conveniently  located  in 

Mt.  Rainier/  Md.,  and  Hyattsville,  Md. 

T.  Howard  Duckett,  President 
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How  to  Land  a ■) 

To  the  seniors  who  are  going 
annual  delimma  we  pass  c 

By  An  III 


Now  that  the  nation’s  institutions 
of  learning  are  turning  out  their 
annual  herd  of  ambitious  graduates, 
1 am  preparing  for  the  yearly  on- 
slaught of  job  seekers. 

The  prospect  of  the  advancing 
ranks,  armed  with  freshly  engraved 
diplomas  and  letters  of  introduction, 
does  not  frighten  me.  Having  been 
an  employer  for  more  than  a third  of 
a century,  I have  seen  several  thou- 
sand newly  graduated  men  and  women 
file  past  my  desk  in  an  attempt  to 
make  connections  with  my  payroll. 
A few  of  them  have  made  the  grade. 
A great  many  more  have  paused  only 
briefly  and  then  passed  on.  Some- 
times to  greener  fields  than  I had  to 
offer.  Sometimes  not. 

A decided  majority  of  my  visitors 
have  made  some  very  amateurish  and 
costly  mistakes  from  their  standpoint. 
In  the  main,  these  errors  probably 
appeared  trivial  to  the  applicants,  but 
they  were  decidedly  important  in  my 
eyes. 

Here  are  some  of  the  most  grievous 
errors  that  applicants  have  made: 

1.  They  have  stressed  strongly  the 
fact  that  they  either  wanted  or  needed 
a job,  but  never  advanced  a single 
concrete  suggestion  as  to  why  they 
would  prove  valuable  investments  to 
my  firm. 

2.  They  failed  absolutely  to  inform 


themselves  in  advance  of  their  calls 
as  to  the  history  or  problems  of  either 
my  firm  or  myself. 

3.  They  failed — when  responding 
to  an  advertisement  for  help — to 
qualify  in  detail  to  requirements  set 
forth  in  the  advertisement. 

Of  the  three  foregoing  blunders, 
the  first  is  by  all  odds  the  worst. 
Seekers  after  positions  seldom  stop  to 
realize  that  an  employer  puts  a person 
on  his  payroll,  except  in  very  unusual 
cases,  solely  because  he  believes  that 
person  will  prove  a profitable  invest- 
ment to  him  or  his  firm.  Never  by 
the  wildest  stretch  of  the  imagination 
does  a sane  employer  clutter  up  his 
payroll  with  persons  merely  for  the 
sake  of  giving  them  jobs.  If  he  does 
not  follow  that  rule  he  will  not  be  in 
business  long. 

The  way  to  convince  a prospective 
employer  that  he  can  make  money 
from  your  services  is  to  study  his 
problems  and  have  some  concrete 
profit-making  plan  ready  to  suggest 
to  him  when  he  sees  you.  Whatever 
you  do,  don’t  go  into  a man's  office 
seeking  a position  and  then  have 
nothing  definite  to  say  except  that 
you  are  out  of  work  and  want  it. 

If  it  is  a bean  merchant  you  are 
calling  on,  study  the  bean  problem 
until  you  have  discovered,  or  think 
you  have  discovered,  some  plan  for 
shelling  beans  more  economically, 
making  them  tastier  or  more  fashion- 
able, or  doing  any  of  the  thousand 


and  one  other  things  that  can  be  done 
to  improve  the  current  state  of  the 
bean  market.  Then  drive  your  idea 
home  as  a good  reason  why  the  bean 
mogul  should  take  you  into  his 
organization.  It  may  prove  that  you 
don’t  know  beans  about  beans,  but 
that  will  not  make  a great  deal  of 
difference  to  the  bean  tycoon  you  are 
addressing.  At  least  you  will  demon- 
strate to  him  that  you  have  had 
sufficient  interest  in  the  bean  industry 
to  make  a study  of  it  and  that  you 
may  have  the  necessary  spark  of 
ambition  to  make  this  a nation  of 
bigger  and  better  beans.  At  the  worst 
you  will  have  advanced  a concrete 
idea  which  will  set  you  apart  from  the 
hundreds  of  other  applicants  who  have 
asked  for  work  for  no  better  reason 
than  that  they  need  beans  for  personal 
consumption. 

Make  a careful  study  of  the  man 
and  his  business  and  his  hopes, 
ambitions  and  personal  interests  be- 
fore applying  for  a job. 

Particularly,  get  a background  on 
the  history  of  the  firm.  Find  out  the 
reasons  for  its  successes  and  its 
failures.  Learn  about  the  personalities 
that  have  made  the  business  suc- 
cessful and,  incidentally,  about  those 
who  have  retarded  its  progress,  if 
such  persons  have  been  active  in  its 
affairs.  Learn  the  personal  history 
and  the  likes  and  dislikes  of  the  man 
you  are  going  to  contact.  He  is 
almost  certain  to  have  a hobby  which 
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Nine 


it  to  do  something  about  this 
jood  advice  as  given  to  us 

Impluycr 


lie  will  get  off  on  in  the  course  of  your 
conversation  with  him,  particularly  if 
you  begin  to  gain  his  confidence.  It 
may  be  that  he  is  interested  in  butter- 
flies, bean-shooters  or  the  beatitudes. 
If  not  these  certainly  he  is  keenly 
interested  in  something  and  if  you 
bone  up  on  his  hobby  before  you  see 
him,  you  will  be  in  a position  to  not 
only  attract  his  interest,  but  also  to 
convince  him  by  your  knowledge  of 
his  hobby  that  you  are  a very  smart 
person,  indeed. 

Theodore  Roosevelt,  former  presi- 
dent of  the  United  States,  never  sold 
five  cents  worth  of  commodities  in  his 


life,  yet  he  was  one  of  the  greatest 
salesman  that  ever  lived.  The  reason 
for  this  was  before  any  man  was 
permitted  to  enter  the  presidential 
office  to  see  Roosevelt,  the  Colonel 
would  learn  a great  deal  about  him 
and  be  able  to  talk  his  visitor’s 
language. 

It  is  especially  important  to  conform 
to  the  requirements  set  forth  for 
applicants  for  specific  jobs.  I recall 
that  once  1 advertised  in  both  Printers 
Ink  and  Editor  & Publisher  for  an 
advertising  assistant.  I set  forth  the 
various  qualifications  desired  and 
especially  emphasized  that  each  ap- 


plicant must  enclose  a photograph  of 
himself.  The  requirements  were  not 
very  onerous  nor  exhausting  in  detail, 
yet  out  of  almost  sixty  inquiries  which 
I received  only  two  or  three  met  the 
requirements  as  set  forth  as  plainly 
as  printers  ink  could  make  them. 
For  one  reason  or  another  even  the 
two  or  three  did  not  qualify  for  the 
job.  The  result  was  that  I conducted 
an  independent  search  for  an  assistant 
and  found  him  far  up  in  Northern 
New  York  working  for  half  the  salary 
I was  willing  to  pay.  He  told  me 
truthfully  of  his  abilities  and  his 
shortcomings  with  the  result  that  I 
employed  him.  He  proved  capable 
and  today  I am  glad  to  say  occupies 
a position  of  great  responsibility  in 
Washington. 

Now  just  a word  in  regard  to  dress. 
Employers  as  a class  are  conservative 
at  heart  and  they  prefer  employees 
to  be  dressed  neatly,  but  conserva- 
tively. If  you  are  a boy  and  must 
wear  a loud  sport  coat,  purple  pants 
and  crepe  soled  sport  shoes,  it  would 
be  best  to  apply  for  a job  as  a waiter 
or  a white  wing.  In  such  positions 
your  uniform  will  cover  all  of  your 
gaudy  clothing  except  your  shoes  and 
a proper  pair  will  be  supplied  gratis 
by  your  employers.  If  you  are  a girl 
and  insist  on  wearing  a soda  biscuit 
hat  trimmed  with  a high-antenna- 
pheasant-tail  feather,  you  better  stop 
by  on  your  way  to  business  at  a 
matrimonial  agency  and  leave  your 
name  as  a candidate  for  a blind 
marriage.  With  a make-up  of  this 
kind  you  probably  v ill  get  a husband 
long  before  you  will  get  a job. 

Whatever  you  do,  don't  give  up  the 
ship.  The  way  to  sell  your  services 
is  to  ask  many  persons  to  buy  them. 
But  be  sure  you  have  an  answer  to 
the  inexitable  question  which  will 
arise:  “Why  in  thunder  should  I 
employ  you?” 
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Ten 


Tenor  First  Base 

This  year  the  band  was  taught  to  spell  four  letters 
on  the  field,  and  the  Glee  Club  is  learning  to  count  up 
to  three  indoors. 


Honky  Tonk  Squeakin 
The  \arsity  Showman 


T H E O L I)  L I N E 


Eleven 


“IIAM  on  the  role  is  liain  from  the  roster."  Which 
is  the  Foot  light  Club’s  way  of  saying  no  professional 
talent  is  hired.  To  prove  this  they  put  four  plays  on 
the  boards,  thus  winning  the  intramural  checker  contest. 


“Pranks”  Prentice  cuts  a merry 
caper  with  “Rats”  Langford  and 
Eyelids  Harvey  at  the  Annual 
Outing  in  The  B & O Railroad 
Yards. 


Highlight  of  the  school  military 
year  was  the  Third  Corps  Area  re- 
view', starring  Trixie  Preble  and 
Wanda  “Legs”  Steiner.  The  boys 
did  a little  one  step  routine  with  a 
halt  and  a forward  and  a twenty-three 
skidoo. 


Five  men  were  lost  in  the  delta 
lands  by  the  bridge,  but 
showed  up  when  the  sun 
came  out,  still  out  of  step. 
But  that’s  the  way  all 
ROTC  men  are  in  the 


r 


Colonel  Finely’s  Swing  Eleven  about  to  break  into 
a chorus  of  “Shoot  The  Cannon  to  me,  fodder!” 


Twelve 


THE  OLD  LINE 


SOUSE. 

Apia  Pi  at  Maryland  was  founded 
in  ’63  at  the  corner  of  Backbootli  and 
Pitch.  It  lives  up  to  the  ideals 
embodied  in  the  fraternity  flower  by 
going  rapidly  to  seed  since  63. 

Prominent  men  in  Apia  Pi  are  left 
to  right:  Lobelt  Fullington,  Slapsy 


The  Spirit  of  the 
Interfraternity  Council 


Stags  watching  Prom 


Fugitt,  a neighbor  boy,  Sugarlip  Smith  and  Candies  Fisher. 

Other  in  the  picture  are  boys  who  wanted  to  get  on 
the  Terrapan  staff  and  only  posed  as  Apia  Pis,  except 
for  “Wilds”  Rice  who  has  to  be  consoled  because  his 
girl  got  caught  in  a butter  churn. 


THE  OLD  LINE 


Thirteen 


1 L 


April  First  at  the  Washington — the  cat’s  meow!  Lou 
and  Blue  and  their  rickey  tick  licks  furnished  the  “jazz”, 
How  those  dappers  did  the  turkey  trot!  My  cow! 

The  efficient  planning  of  chairman  Soekandbiter  got 
the  Junior  Class  the  wonderful  door,  and  after  the  first 
one  step,  the  wads  were  thrown  in. 

During  the  intermission  many  couples  were  seen 
happily  sneaking  down  the  stairs  to  a spot  on  F Street 
where  grapeade  flowed  freely. 

The  climax  of  the  evening  was  the  broadcast  by  the 
orchestra  over  a crystal  set  hook  up  to  the  chaperons 
in  the  Willard.  What’s  the  matter 


FAMOUS  FOR 
THOSE  DELICIOUS 

5c 

HAMBURGERS 

Good  Coffee  Pies 


COLLEGE  PARK 

WARYLAN D 


QUICK,  EFFICIENT, 
COUNTER  AND 
BOOTH  SERVICE 

So  ft  Drinks  Pastries 


HER  HERO  RATED 
ZERO  IN  THE 
ART  OF  LOVE! 


WHAT  CAUSED  THE  FIGHT?  His 

pipe!  Bud  said  it  tasted  fine,  but 
Sue  swore  it  stank  out  loud.  A fine 
way  for  sweethearts  to  talk!  Some- 
one better  find  him  a milder  tobacco. 


HEARTS  ENTWINED  once  ajjain! 
Sue  has  said  "yes”  to  Bud  and  bis 
pipe  since  he  switched  to  Sir  YV'al 
ter  Raleigh,  that  milder  blend  of 
hurleys  with  the  gr-r-and  aroma! 


I 


New! 

CELLOPHANE 


seals  flavor  in  . . . 
brings  you  tobacco 
100%  factory-fresh! 


IT  SMOKES  AS  SWEET  AS  IT  SMELLS 


T II  E ()  LD  LINE 


CAT  GOT  YOUR  TONGUE? 

I lie  Publications  Board  works  for  the  good  of  student  writers.  If  pub- 
lications would  follow  their  advice  nothing  would  be  written  by  the  editor 
that  was  unwholesome.  Nothing  would  be  written  by  any  editor. 

The  Board  works  out  economic  measures  for  the  students  consisting  of 
slashing  I he  business  managers’  w rists  to  eliminate  an  expense  account  or 
blow  torching  a safe  to  pick  up  a savings  account. 

Matters  of  policy  are  held  very  high,  especially  by  Metropolitan  Life 
which  realizes  that  expectancy  of  a P.B.  member  is  nil  if  a desperate  editor 
is  let  out  of  the  cage.  This  is  especially  true  just  preceding  the  Publications 
Banquet. 


TUNE  IN— Sir  Walter  Raleigh  "Dog  House."  Leery 
Tuesday  night,  NBC  Red  Network. 


T II  E O L I)  L 1 N E 


I-  if  teen 


Standard  Engraving  Company 

SUPPLIES  A 

Discriminating  Clientele 

WHO  DEMAND  HIGH  GRADE 

Half -tone  & Line  Plates 

IN 

ONE  OR  MORE  COLORS 

★ 

1214  1 9 T 1 1 STREET,  N.  W. 

Washington,  D.  C. 
Metropolitan  1709 


You  don't  have  to  pull 
that  “ Old  Line” 

o o o 


o o o 

We  rent,  repair  and  sell  'em 
at  special  rates  to  U.  of  M. 
faculty  and  students. 

o o o 

WOODSTOCK  TYPEWRITER  CO. 

In  Washington  -1000  Connecticut  flve. 
In  Baltimore — 301  W.  Fayette  St. 
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THE  OLD  LINE 


Frisky 


The  frenzied  mob  at  the  left  is 
watching  a snappy  double  stumble 
play  by  Georgetown’s  smart  eleven. 
“Bear  grease"  Byrd  has  just  slipped 
off  his  new  green  sweater  (see  cut) 
to  get  in  there  and  slide. 

Picture  above  right  is  the  new 
coaching  staff,  who  have  not  gone 
into  effect.  As  far  as  they  know. 

“Bear  Grease’s"  teammates  are  on 
the  whole  a devil  may  care  bunch 
except  for  Cleo  and  Tony  in  front  who 
just  fell  out  of  a hammock,  and  Leans 
Largo  in  the  background,  who  couldn’t 
m ike  the  “C."  squad,  but  showed  up 
for  the  picture, 


Risky 


\\  hiskev 


PAT  RONS 


Seniors?  Never  heard  of  'em  ! 


Attention  Coeds ! ! 

Dont  leave  . . . until  you've  tried  the 
new  Creme  Permanent  Wave,  which 
leaves  your  hair  naturally  soft.  Popu- 
larly priced  and  featured  by 

University  Beauty  Salon 

OPPOSITE  MAIN  GATE 
Drive-In  Shopping  Center 
Tel.  BErwyn  670  Open  9 to  9 


Permanents  From  $3.95 
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THE  CIGARETTE 

OF  THE  HOUR 


For  the  Merry  Month  of  May 
MISS  ELAINE  SHEPARD 
New  York  and  Hollywood's  celebrated 
model  in  Chesterfield's  Sundial  dress 


Today  more  than  ever,  smokers  are 
turning  to  Chesterfield’s  skillful  blend  of  the 
world’s  best  cigarette  tobaccos.  Now  is  the  time 
for  you  to  light  up  and  enjoy  a Chesterfield . . . 
they’re  COOLER  SMOKING , BETTER -TASTING 
AND  DEFINITELY  MILDER. 

tf/ou  cant  /ay  a 6ettcr  ccyarette 


Copyright  1940,  Liggett  & Myers  Tobacco  Co 
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